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A  C  T    L 

SCENE    L    Athens,  A  HalUn  TiyiO'ii's  Hmfe.  Enter 
Poet,  Painter,  y ewe  Her,  and  Merchant,  at  fever al  Doors, 

Poet. 

GOOD  day,  fir. 
Pain,  I  am  glad  you  are  well. 

Poet,  1  have  not  feen  you  long  ;  How  goes  the  world  ? 

Pain,  It  wears,  fir,  as  it  grows. 

Poet.  Ay,  that's  well  known  : 
But  what  particular  rarity  ?  what  (Irange, 
Which  manifold  record  not  matches  ?   See, 
Magicof  bounty  !  all  thefe  fpirlts  thy  power 
Hath  conjurM  to  attend.     Iknow  the  merchant. 

Pain.  I  know  them  both  ;  the  other's  a  jeweller. 

Mert  O,  'tis  a  worthy  lord  .' 

Jevj,  Nay,  that's  mod:  fix'd, 

Mer,  A  moft  incomparable  man  ;  breath'd,  as  it  were. 
To  an  untirable  and  continuate  goodnefs  : 
He  pafles. 

yeiv,  I  have  a  jewel  here. 

Mer,  O,  pray,  let's  fee't :  for  the  lord  Timon,  fij:  > 

Jew,  If  he  will  touch  the  eftimate:  But,  for  that— » 

Poet.  When  we  for  recompence  have  praised  the  vile^ 
It  ftai?ts  the  glory  in  that  happy  verfe 
Which  aptly  fings  the  good. 

Mer,  'Tis  a  good  form.  [Looking  en  the  JeweU 

Jew,  And  rich  :  here  is  a  water,  look  you. 

Pain,  You  are  rapt,  fir,  in  fome  work,  fome  dedication 
To  the  great  lord. 

A  2  Poet, 
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Poet.    A  thing  ilipt  idly  from  trie. 
Our  poefy  is  as  a  gum,  which  oozes 
From  whence  'tis  nouriflied  :  The  fire  i'  the  flint 
Shews  nor,  'fill  it  be  firuck  ;  our  gentle  flacie 
Provokes  itfelf,  and,  like  the  current,  flies 
Each  bound  it  chafes.     What  have  you  there  ? 

Pain.  A  pi(5luie,  fir.     When  comes  your  book  forth  ? 

Poet.  Upon  the  heels  of  my  prefentment,  fir. 
Let's  fee  your  piece. 

Pain.  'Tis  a  good  piece. 

Poet.  So  'tis  :  this  comes  off  well  and  excellent. 

Pain,  Indifferent. 

Poet.  Admirable  :  How  this  grace 
Speaks  his  owri  flanding  ?  what  a  mental  power 
This  eye  (hoots  forth  ?  how  big  imagination 
Moves  in  this  lip  ?  to  the  dumbuefs  of  the  gefture 
One  might  interpret. 

Pain.  It  is  a  pretty  mocking  of  the  life,^ 
Here  is  a  touch  ;  Is't  good  \ 

Poet.  I'll  fay  of  it. 
It  tutors  nature  :  artificial  ftrife 
Lives  in  thefe  touches,  livelier  than  life^. 

Enter  certain  Se?iators» 

Pain.  How  this  lord  is  follow'd  !  ^ 

Poet.  Th^  fenators  of  Athens  ;— Happy  men  ! 

Pain,  Look,  more  ? 

Poet.  You   fee  this   confluence,    this   great   flood   of 
vifitors. 
I  have,  in  this  rough  work,  fhap'd  out  a  man, 
Whom  this  beneath  world  doth  embrace  and  hug 
With  amplefl  entertainment :  My  free  drift 
Halts  not  particularly,  but  moves  itfelf 
In  a  wide  fea  of  wax  :  no  levell'd  malice 
Infers  one  comma  in  the  eourfe  1  hold  ; 
But  files  an  eagle  flight,  bold,  and  forth  on. 
Leaving  no  trafl  behind. 

Pain.  How  (hall  I  underfland  you  ? 

Poet.  I'll  unbolt  to  you. 
You  fee,  how  all  conditions,  how  all  minds 
(As  well  of  olib  and  flippery  creatures,  as- 

Of 
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Of  grave  and  auflere  quality)  tender  down 
Their  fervices  to  lord  Timon  :  his  large  fortune, 
Upon  his  good  and  gracious  nature  hanging, 
Subdues  and  properties  to  his  love  and  tendance 
All  forts  of  hearts  ;  yea,  from  the  grafs-fac'd  flatterer 
To  Apemantus,  that  few  things  loves  better 
Than  to  abhor  himfelf ;  even  he  drops  dow ji 
The  knee  before  him,  and  returns  in  peace 
Moft  rich  in  Timon 's  nod. 

Pain,  I  faw  them  fpeak  together. 

Poet.  Sir,  I  have  upon  a  high  and  pleafant  hill 
Feign'd  Fortune  to  be  thron'd  :  The  bafe  o'  the  mount 
Is  rank'd  with  ail  deferts,  all  kind  of  natures, 
That  labour  on  the  bofom  of  this  fphere 
To  propagate  their  flates  :  amongrt  them  all, 
Whofe  eyes  are  on  this  fovereign  lady  fix*d, 
0ne  do  i  perfonate  of  Timon's  frame. 
Whom  Fortune  with  her  ivory  hand  wafts  to  her  ; 
Whofe  prefent  grace  to  prefent  flaves  and  fervants 
Tranflates  his  rivals. 

Pain.  Tis  conceiv'd  to  fcope. 
This  throne,  this  Fortune,  and  this  hill,  methink?^ 
With  one  man  beckon'd  from  the  reft  below. 
Bowing  his  head  againlt  the  fteepy  movini 
To  climb  his  happinefs,  would  be  well  exprefs'd 
In  our  condition. 

Poet.  Nay,  fir,  but  hear  me  on  : 
All  thofe  which  were  his  fellows  but  of  late 
(Some  better  than  his  value,)  on  the  moment 
Follow  hisllrides,  his  lobbies  fill  with  tendance^ 
Rain  facrificial  whifperings  in  his  ear. 
Make  facred  even  his  ftirrup,  and  through  hinj 
Drink  the  free  air. 

Pain.  Ay,  marry,  what  of  thefe  ? 

Poet.  When  Fortune,  in  her  (hift  and  change  of  mood. 
Spurns  down  her  late  belov'd,  all  his  dependants. 
Which  laboured  after  him  to  the  mountain's  top, 
JEven  on  their  knees  and  hands,  let  him  flip  down. 
Not  one  accompanying  his  declining  foot. 

Pain.  'Tis  common : 
A  thoufajid  moral  paintings  I  can  flieWj 

^  A3  That 
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That  (hall  demonftrate  thefe  quick  blows  of  fortune 
More  pregnantly  than  words.     Yet  you  do  well, 
To  ftiew  lord  Timon,  that  mean  eyes  have  feen 
The  foot  above  the  head. 

Trumpets  found.     Enter  T  i  mo  n,  addrejftng  _  hi?nf€lf  courts 
eoujiy  to  every  Suitor. 

Tim,  Imprifon'd  is  he,  fay  you  ?  [Toa  Mejjenger* 

Mef.  Ay,  my  good  lord  :  five  talents  is  his  debt ; 
His  means  mofl  (hort,  his  creditors  moft  ftrait: 
Your  honourable  letter  he  defires 
To  thofe  have  (hut  him  up;  which  failing  him, 
Periods  his  comfort. 

Tim.  Noble  Ventidius  !  Well ; 
I  am  not  of  that  feather,  to  (hake  off 
My  friend  when  he  mull:  need  me.     I  do  know  him 
A  gentleman,  that  well  deferves  a  help, 
Which  he  (hall  have :  I'll  pay  the  debt,  and  free  him. 

Mef.  Your  lord(hip  ever  binds  him. 

Tim.  Commend  me  to  him  :  I  will  fend  his  ranfom ; 
And,  being  enfrancbis'd,  bid  him  come  to  me  : — 
'Tis  not  enough  to  help  the  feeble  up, 
But  to  fupport  him  after.—Fare  you  well. 

Mef  All  happinefs  to  your  honour  1  \ExiU 

Enter  an  old  Athenian. 

Old  M.  Lord  Timon,  hear  me  fpeak. 

77/«.  Freely,  good  father. 

Old  Ath,  Thou  haft  a  fervant  nam'd  Lucilius : 

Tirn.  I  have  fo  :  What  of  him  ? 

Old  Ath.  Moft  noble  Timon,  call  the  man  before  thee. 

Ti?n.  Attends  he  here,  or  no  ?— Lucilius  ! 

Enter  Lucilius. 

Luc  Here,  at  your  lord  (hip's  fervice. 

Old  Ath.  This  fellow  here,     lord   Timon,     this  thy 
creature, 
By  night  frequents  my  houfe.     I  am  a  man  ^  « 
That  from  my  firft  have  been  inclin'd  to  thrift. 
And  mye(\ate  deferves  an  heir  morerais'd, 
Than  one  which  holds  a  trencher. 
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Tim,  Well;  what  further  ? 

Old  Ath.  One  only  daughter  have  I,  no  kin  elfe, 
On  whom  I  may  confer  what  I  have  got : 
The  maid  is  fair,  o*  the  youngeft  for  a  bride. 
And  I  have  bred  her  at  my  deareft  cofl, 
In  qualities  of  the  beft.     This  man  of  thine 
Attempts  her  love  :  I  pr'ythee  noble  lord. 
Join  with  me  to  forbid  him  her  refort ; 
Myfelf  have  fpoke  in  vain. 

Tim.  The  man  is  honeft. 

Old  Ath*  Therefore  he  will  be,  Timon  : 
His  honefty  rewards  him  in  itfeif, 
Jt  mufl:  not  bear  my  daughter. 

Ttm.  Does  (he  love  him  ? 

Old  Ath.  She  is  young,  and  apt: 
Our  own  precedent  pailions  do  inftrufl  us 
What  levity  is  in  youth. 

Tim,  \To  LuciL.]  Love  you  the  maid  I 

Luc.  Ay,  my  good  lord,  and  (he  accepts  of  it^ 

Old  Ath.  If  in  her  marriage  my  confent  be  miffing, 
I  call  the  gods  to  witnefs,  1  will  choofe 
Mine  heir  frgm  forth  the  beggars  of  the  world, 
And  difpofTefs  her  all. 

Tim.  How  (hall  (he  be  endow'd 
If  (he  be  mated  with  an  e^ual  hulband  ? 

Old  Ath^  Three  talents  on  the  prefent ;  in  future,  all. 

Tim.  This  gentleman  of  mine  hathferv'd  me  long; 
To  build  his  fortune,  I  will  (Irain  a  little, 
For  'tis  a  bond  in  men.     Give  him  thy  daughter : 
What  you  beftow,  in  him  Til  counterpoife, 
And  make  him  weigh  with  her. 

Old  Ath,  Moft  noble  lord, 
Pawn  me  to  this  your  honour,  (he  is  his. 

Tim.  My  hand  to  thee  ;  mine  honour  on  my  promifee 

Luc.  Humbly  I  thank  your  lordfhip  ;  Never  may 
That  ftate  or  fortune  fall  into  my  keeping. 
Which  is  not  ow'd  to  you  1        {_^Ex.  Lucil.  and  Old  Ath. 

Poet.  Vouchfafe  my  labour,  and  long  live  your  lordfhip ! 

Tim.  I  thank  you  ;  you  (hall  hear  from  me  anon  : 
Co  not  away.— What  have  you  there,  my  friend  ? 

A  4  P^in, 
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Pain,  A  piece  of  paintiDg  ;  which  I  do  befeech 
Your  lordfliip  to  accept, 

Ti77u  Painting  is  welcome. 
The  painting  is  almoft:  the  natural  man  ; 
For  fince  difhonour  trafficks  with  man's  nature. 
He  is  but  outfide  :  Theie  pencil'd  figures  are 
Even  fuch  as  they  give  out.     I  like  your  work  3 
And  you  (hall  find,  Hike  it :  wait  attendance 
/Till  you  hear  further  from  me. 
Pain.  The  gods  preferve  you  ! 

Thn.  Well  fare  you,  gentleman  :  give  me  your  hand  j 
We  muft  needs  dine  together. — Sir,  your  jewel 
Hath  futter'd  under  praife. 

Jew.  What,  my  lord  ?  difpraife  ? 
77;«.  A  mere  fatiety  of  commendations. 
Jf  I  fhould  pay  you  for't,  as  'tis  extoU'dj, 
It  would  unclew  me  quite. 

yew.  My  lord,  'tis  rated 
As  thofe,  which  fell,  would  give  :  But  you  well  know. 
Things  of  like  value,  differing  in  the  owners, 
Are  prized  by  their  mafters  :  believe  it,  dear  lord. 
You  mend  the  jewel  by  the  wearing  it. 
Tim,  Well  mock'd. 

Mer,  No,    my  good   lord ;    he  fpeaks   the   commoq 
tongue. 
Which  all  men  fpeak  with  him. 

Tim,  Look,  who  comes  here.     Will  you  be  chid  ? 

Enter  Apemantus. 

Jew,  We  will  bear  with  your  lordfliip. 
Mer.  He'll  fpare  none. 

Tim.  Good  morrow  to  thee,  gentle  Apemantus  I 
Jpein.  'Till  I  be  gentle,  flay  for  thy  good  morrow ; 
When  thou  art  Timon's  dog,  and  thefe  knaves  honeft. 
Tim,  Why  dofV  thou  call  them  knaves,  thou  know'fl 

them  not. 
Apent.  Are  they  not  Athenians  ? 
Tim,  Yes. 

Jpem.  Then  I  repent  not. 
Jew,  You  know  me,  Apemantus. 
j-ipem.  Thou  know'it,  I  do  ;  1  call'd  thee  by  thy  name. 

7im^ 


TIMON   OF    ATHENS.  ^ 

Tim.  Thou  art  proud,  Apemantus. 

Jpem.  Of  nothing  fo  much,    as   that  I  am  not  like' 

Timon. 
Tim.  Whither  art  going  ? 

Jpem.  To  knock  out  an  honefl:  Athenian's  brai  s. 
Tim.  That's  a  deed  thou'lt  die  for. 
Apem.  Right,  if  doing  nothing  be  death  by  the  law, 
Tim.  How  lik'ft  thou  this  pidlure,  Apemantus  ? 
Apem.  The  beft,  for  the  innocence. 
Tim.  Wrought  he  not  well,  that  painted  it .? 
Apem.  He  wrought  better,  that  made  the  paiuter; 
And  yet  he's  but  a  filthy  piece  of  work. 
Poet,  You  are  a  dog. 
_Apem.  Thy  mother's  of  my  generation;  What's  ihe, 

if  I  be  a  dog  ? 
Tim,  Wilt  dine  with  me,  Apemantus? 
Apem.  No  ;  I  eat  not  lords. 
Tim.  And  thou  ftiould'fl:,  thoud'fl:  anger  ladles. 
Apem,  O,  they  eat  lords  ;  fo  they  come  by  great  bellies, 
Tim.  Thai's  a  lafcivious  apprehenfion. 
Apem.  So  thou  apprehend'fl  it :  Take  it  for  thy  labour. 
Tim.  How  doft  thou  like  this  jewel,  Apemantus  ? 
Jpem.  Ngt  fo  well  as  plain  dealing,  which  will  not  co/l 
a  man  a  doit. 

Tim.  What  doft  thou  think  'tis  worth  ? 
Apem.  Not  worth  my  thinking.— -^How  now,  poet  \ 
Poet.  How  now,  philofopher  i 
Apem.  Thou  lieft. 
Poet,  Art  not  one  I 
Apem*  Yes. 
Poet.  Then  I  lie  not. 
Apem.  Art  not  a  poet  ? 
Poet.  Yes. 

Apem.  Then  thou  liefl: :  look  in  thy  laft  work,  where 
thou  haft  feign'd  him  a  worthy  fellow. 
PQet.  That's  not  feign'd,  he  is  fo. 
Apem.  Yes,  he  is  worthy  of  thee,  and  to  pay  thee  for 
thy  labour  :  he,  that  loves  to  be  flattered,  is  worthy  o*  the 
flatterer.     Heavens,  that  I  were  a  lord  I 
Tim.  What  would'ft  do  then,  Apemantus  ? 
Apem.  Even  as  Apemamus  does  now,  hate  a  lord  with 
foy  hear^. 
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Tt7n.  What,  thyfelf  ? 

Jpem.   Ay. 

'Tim,  Wherefore  ? 

Apem,  That  I  had  no  angry  wit  to  be  a  lord.- * 

Art  thou  not  a  merchant  ? 
Mer.  Ay,  Apemantus. 

Jpem,  Traffick  confound  thee,  if  the  gods  will  not ! 
Mer.  If  traffick  do  it,  the  gods  do  it. 
Jpem.  Traffick's  thy  god,  and  thy  god  confound  thee  ! 

Trumpets  found.     Enter  a  Mejfenger, 

Tim.  What  trumpet's  that  ? 

Mef.  'Tis  Alcibiades,  and  fome  twenty  horfe. 
All  of  companiondiip. 

Tim.  Pray,  entertain  them  ;  give  them'guide  to  us. 
You  mud  needs  dine  with  me  : — Go  not  you  hence, 
'Till  I  have  thank'd  yon  ;  and,  when  dinner's  done. 
Shew  me  this  piece, — I  am  joyful  of  your  fights. 
^nter  Alcibiades,  with  the  reft, 

Moft  welcome,  fir  ! 

A-pem,  So,  fo ;   there  !  — 
Aches  contra6l  and  flarve  your  fupple  joints  \ — 
That  there  Jhould  be  fmall  love  'mongft  thefe  fweet  knaves, 
And  all  this  courteiy  !  The  ftrain  of  man's  bred  out 
Into  baboon  and  monkey. 

Ale.  Sir,  you  have  fav'd  my  longing,  and  I  feed 
Moft  hungrily  on  your  fight. 

Tim.  Right  welcome,  fir  : 
Ere  we  depart,  we'll  (hare  a  bounteous  time 
In  different  pleafures.     Pray  you,  let  us  in. 

[Exeunt  allbut  ApemanTUS, 

Enter  two  Lords. 

I  Lord.  What  time  a  day  is'c,  Apementus  ? 
Apem.  Time  to  be  honell. 

1  Lord.  That  rime  ferves  ftiil. 

Apem.   The  moft  accurfed  rhou,  that  flill  omit'ft  it. 

2  Lord.  Thou  art  going  to  lord  Tlmon's  feaft  ? 
Ape7n.  Ay  ;  to  fee  meet  fill  knaves,  and  wine  heat  fools. 
7.' Lord,  Fare  thee  well,  fare  thee  well. 

Apem.  Thou  art  a  fool,  to  Md  rae  farewel  twice. 

a  Lord.  Why,  Apemantus  I 

Apem* 
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jfpem.  Should'ft  have  kept  one  to  thyfelf,  for  I  mean  to 
give  thee  none. 

1  Lord.  Hang  thyfelf. 

Jpem.  No,  I  will  do  nothing  at  thy  bidding  :  make  thy 
requefls  to  thy  friend. 

2  Lord.  Away,  unpeaceable  dog,  or  Til  fpurn  thee  hence, 
Jpe??i.  I  will  fly,  like  a  dog,  at  the  heels  of  the  afs. 

I  Lord.  He's  oppofite  to  humanity.     Corne,  (hall  we  in. 
And  tafte  lord  Timon's  bounty  ?  he  out- goes 
The  very  heart  of  kinduefs. 

1  Lord.  He  pours  it  out  ;  Plutus,  the  god  of  gold. 
Is  but  his  Iteward  :  no  meed,  but  he  re,pays 
Sevenfold  above  itfelf  ;  no  gift  to  him. 
But  breeds  the  giver  a  return  exceeding 
All  ufe  of  quittance. 

1  Lord.  The  noblef^  mind  he  carries. 
That  ever  govern'd  man. 

2  Lord.  Long  may  he  live  in  fortunes!  Shall  we  in  ? 

I  Lord,  I'll  keep  you  company.  T Exeurit, 
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y^noiher  J^partmc'?it  in  Timok's  Houfe.  Hautboys  playing 
loud  Mujick.  A  great  Banquet  ferv'd  in  ;  and  then  en- 
ter  TiMON,  Alcibiades,  Lucius,  Lucullus^ 
Sempronius,  and  other  Athenian  Senators,  with 
Vektidius.  Then  comes,  dropping  after  all.  Ape* 
IV'IANTUS  difcontentedly,  like  himfelf. 

Yen*  Mod  hen  our 'd   Tim  on,  it  hath  pleas'd  the  gods 
to  remember 
My  father's  age,  and  call  him  to  long  peace. 
He  is  gone  happy,  and  has  left  me  rich  ; 
Then,  as  in  grateful  virtue  I  am  bound 
To  your  free  heart,  I  do  return  thofe  talents, 
Doubled  with  thanks,  and  fervice,  from  whofe  help 
I  deriv'd  liberty. 

Tim.  O,  by  no  means, 
Honeft  Veniidius :  you  miftake  my  love  ; 
I  gave  it  freely  ever  ;  and  there's  none 
Caa  truly  fay,  he  gives,  if  he  receives ; 

If 


12  TIMON    OF    ATHENS. 

If  our  betters  play  at  that  game,  we  muft  not  dare 
To  imitate  them  ;  Faults  that  are  rich,  are  fair. 

Veil.  A  noble  fpirit. 

\_They  alt  ftand  ceremoniQujly  looking  on  TjMON. 

Thv    Nay,  my  lords,  ceremony 
Was  but  devis'd  at  firlt 

To  fet  a  glofs  on  faint  deeds,  hollow  welcomes, 
Hecanting  gondnefs,  forry  ere  'tis  (hown ; 
But  where  there  is  true  fnendfhip,  there  needs  none. 
Pray,  fit ;  more  welcome  are  ye  to  my  fortunes. 
Than  they  to  me.  {They  fit, 

I  Lord.  My  lord,  we  always  have  confeft  it. 

Apein.  Ho,  ho,  confeft  it  ?   hang'd  it,  have  you  not  ? 

77;;z.  O,  Apemantus ! — you  are  welcome. 

Apem.  No ;  you  fhall  not  ipake  me  welcome  : 
I  come  to  have  thee  thruft  me  out  of  doors. 

Tiin.  Fye,   thou  art  a  churl ;    you  have  got  a  humour 
there 
Does  not  become  a  man,  'tis  much  to  blame  : — 
They  fay,  my  lords,  ir  a  furor  brev'is  eji. 
But  yonder  man  is  ever  angry. — 
Go,   let  him  have  a  table  by  himfelf ; 
For  he  does  neither  affefl  company, 
Nor  is  he  fit  for  it,  indeed. 

Jpe??i.  Let  me  flay  at  thine  own  peril,  Timori ; 
i  come  to  obferve ;  I  give  thee  warning  on*t. 

Ti7n,  I  take  no  heed  of  thee  ;    thou  art  an  Athenian, 
Therefore  welcome :  I  myfelf  would  have  no  power  : 
\  pr'ythee,  let  my  meat  make  thee  filent. 

Ape?n,  I  fcorn  thy  meat ;  'twould  choak  me,  for  I  fliouI4 
Isle'er  flatter  thee. — O  you  gods !  what  a  number 
Of  men  eat  Timon,  and  he  fees  them  not ! 
It  grieves  me,   to  fee  fo  many  dip  their  meat 
In  one  man's  blood  ;    and  all  the  madncfs  is^ 
He  cheers  them  up  too. 

I  wonder,  men  dare  truft  themfelves  with  men  : 
Methinks,  they  (hould  invite  them  without  knives ; 
Good  for  their  meat,   and  fafer  for  their  lives. 
There's  much  example  for't ;   the  fellow,   that 
Sits  next  him  now,  parts  bread  with  him,  pledges  ' 
The  breath  of  him  in  a  divided  draught, 

Is 
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Is  the  readleft  man  to  kill  him  :  it  has  been  provM. 
If  I  were  a  huge  man,  I  fhould  fear  to  drink  at  meals  ; 
Left  they  fhould  fpy  my  wind-pipe's  dangerous  notes : 
Great  men  (hould  drink  with  harnefs  on  their  throats. 
Tim.  My  lord,  in  heart ;  and  let  the  health  go  round* 
2  Lord.  Let  it  flow  this  way,  my  good  lord. 
Jpem.  Flow  this  way  ! 
A  brave  fellow  ! — he  keeps  his  tides  well.  Timon, 
Thofe  healths  will  make  thee,  and  thy  ftate,  look  ilL 
Here's  that,  which  is  too  weak  to  be  a  fmner, 
Honeft  water,  which  ne'er  left  man  i'  the  mire  : 
This^   and  my  food,  are  equals ;   there's  no  odds* 
Feafls  are  to  proud  to  give  thanks  to  the  gods. 

Apemantus's  Grace* 

Immortal  gods,  I  crave  no  pelfi 
I  pray  for  no  man  but  myfelf: 
^  Grant  I  may  never  -^rove  fo  fond. 

To  trujl  man  on  his  oath^  or  hondy 
Or  a  harlot,  for  her  iveeping  ; 
Or  a  dog,  thatfeems  a  Jleeping  ; 
Or  a  keeper  with  my  freedom ; 
Or  my  friends,  ifljhouldneed^em* 
Amen,     So  fall  tot : 
Mich  men  Jin,  and  I  eat  root, 

[^Eats  and  drinh. 

Much  good  dich  thy  good  heart,   Apemantus  ! 

Tim,  Captain  Alcibiades,  your  heart's  in  the  field  now. 

Aic,  My  heart  is  ever  at  your  fervice,   my  lord. 

Tim,  You  had  rather  be  at  a  breakfaft  of  enemies,  than 
a  dinner  of  friends. 

Jlc,  So  they  were  bleeding  new,  my  lord,  there's  no 
meat  like  'em  ;  I  could  wifh  my  beft  friend  at  fuch  a  feaft. 

Jpem,  'Would  all  thofe  flatterers  were  thine  enemies 
then  ;    that  thou  might'ft  kill  'em,   and  bid  me  to  'em. 

I  Lord,  Might  we  but  have  that  happinefs,  my  lord, 
that  you  would  once  ufe  our  hearts,  whereby  we  might 
exprefs,  forae  part  of  our  zeals,  we  fnould  think  ourfelves 
for  ever  perfeft. 

^im. 
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77;«.  O,  no  doubt,  my  good  friends,  but  the  gods 
themfelves  have  provided  that  I  fliall  have  much  help 
from  you  :  How  had  you  been  my  friends  elfe  ?  why  have 
you  that  charitable  title  from  thoufands,  did  not  you 
chiefly  belong  to  my  heart  ?  I  have  told  more  of  you  to 
iny(elf,  than  you  can  with  modefty  fpeak  in  your  behalf; 
and  thus  far  I  confirm  you.  Q,  you  gods,  think  I,  what 
Deed  we  have  any  friends,  if  we  fhould  never  have  need  of 
them  ?  they  were  the  mod  needlefs  creatures  living,  fhould 
we  ne'er  have  ufe  for  them  :  and  would  moft  referable 
fweet  inftruments  hung  up  in  cafes,  that  keep  their  founds 
to  themfelves.  Why,  I  have  often  wifn'd  myfelf  poorer, 
that  I  might  come  nearer  to  you.  We  are  born  to  do 
benefits :  and  what  better  or  properer  can  we  call  our  own, 
than  the  riches  of  our  friends  ?  O,  what  a  precious  com- 
fort 'tis,  to  have  fo  miiny,  like  brothers,  commanding  one 
another's  fortunes  !  O  joy,  e*en  made  away  ere  it  can  be 
born  !  Mine  eyes  cannot  hold  water,  methinks  :  to  forget 
thek  faults,   I  drink  to  you. 

Apeyn.  Thou  weep'ft  to  make  them  drink,  Timon. 

2  Lord,  Joy  had  the  like  conception  in  our  eyes. 
And,  at  that  inflant,  like  a  babe  fprung  up. 

Apem»  Ho,  ho  !   I  laugh  to  think  that  babe  a  baftard, 

3  Lord,  I  promife  you,  my  lord,  you  mov'd  me  much. 
Jpem,  Much, 

Sound  Tucket. 

Tim.  What  means  that  trump  r — How  now  ? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Pleafe  you,  my  lord,  there  are  certain  ladies  moil 
defirous  of  admittance. 

Tim.  Ladies  ?   What  are  their  wills  ? 

Serv.  There  comes  with  them  a  fore-runner,  my  lordy 
which  bears  that  office,  to  fignify  their  pleafures. 

Tim.  I  pray,  let  them  be  admitted. 

Enter  Cupid. 

Cup.  Hail  to  thee,   worthy  Timon  ; — ^and  to  all 
That  of  his  bounties  tafte  ! — The  five  bcfl  fenfes 

'  Acknow- 
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Acknowledge  thee  their  patron;  and  come  freely 
To  gratulate  thy  plenteous  bofom  : 
The  ear,  tafle,  touch,  fmell,  pleas'd  from  thy  table  rife  ; 
They  only  now  come  but  tofeaft  thine  eyes. 

Tim,  They  are  welcome  all  j    let  'em  have  kind  ad- 
mittance:— 
Mufick,  make  their  welcome.  ^Exit  Cupid, 

I  Lord,  You  fee,  my  lord,  how  ample  you  are  belov'd. 

Muftck,  Re-enter  Cupid,  with  a  Mafque  of  Ladies  as 
Ama%ons^  with  Lutes  in  their  Hands^  dancings  and 
flaying, 

Apem,  Heyday  !  what  a  fweep  of  vanity  comes  this  way ! 
They  dance  !  they  are  mad  women. 
Like  madnefs  is  the  glory  of  this  life, 
As  this  pomp  (hews  to  a  little  oil,  and  root. 
We  make  ourfelves  fools,   to  difport  ourfelve§  ; 
And  fpend  our  flatteries,  to  drink  thofe  men. 
Upon  whofe  age  we  void  it  up  again. 
With  poifonous  fpite  and  envy.     Who  lives,   that's  not 
Depraved,  or  depraves?  who  dies,   that  bears 
Not  one  fpurn  to  their  graves  of  their  friends'  gift  ? 
1  fhould  fear,  thofe,   that  dance  before  me  now,  ' 

Would  one  day  flamp  upon  me  :  It  has  been  done  ; 
Men  fhut  their  doors  againft  a  fetting  fun. 

The  Lords  rife  from  Table y  luith  much  adoring  of  Timun; 
and,  to  Jhew  their  LoveSy  each  fingles  out  an  Amazon, 
and  all  dance.  Men  with  Women  5  a  lofty  Strain  or  tw& 
to  the  Hautboys,  and  ceafe. 

Tim,  You  have  done  our  pleafures  much  grace,  fair 
ladies, 
'Set  a  fair  fafhion  on  our  entertainment, 
Which  was  not  half  fo  beautiful  and  kind  ; 
You  have  added  worth  unto't,  and  lively  ludre^ 
And  entertain'd  me  with  mine  own  device  ; 
I  am  to  thank  you  for  it. 

I  Lady,  My  lord,  you  take  us  even  at  the  bell:. 
jlpem,  Taith,  for  the  worfl  is  filth v  ;  and  would  not 
hold 
Taking,  I  doubt  me. 

Tim, 
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Tim.  Ladles,   there  Is  an  idle  banquet  attends  you* 
Pieafe  you  to  difpofe  yourfelves. 

Jll  Lad,  Moft  thankfully,  my  lord.  [ExeunU 

7i?n.  Flavius.— 

Flav.  My  lord. 

Titn.  The  little  cafket  bring  me  hither, 

Flav,  Yes,    my  lord. — More  jewels  yet  I 
There  is  no  crofling  him  in  his  humour ;  \_Afide» 

Elfe  I  fhould  tell  him,— Well,— i'faith,   I  fhould, 
When  all's  fpent,   he'd  be  crofs'd  then,  an  he  could. 
'Tis  pity,   bounty  had  not  eyes  behind  ; 
That  man  might  ne'er  be  wretched  for  his  mind. 

[^Exit,  and  returns  with  the  Cafket, 

i  Lord.  Where  be  our  men  ? 

Serv.  Here,  my  lord,   in  readinefs. 

1  Lord.  Our  horfes. 

Tim,  O  my  friends,  I  have  one  word 
To  fay  to  you  : — Look  you,  my  good  lord,  I  muft: 
Entreat  you,   honour  me  fo  much,  as  to 
Advance  this  jewel ;  accept,  and  wear  it,   kind  my  lordi 

1  Lord.  I  am  fo  far  already  in  your  gifts, — 
All,  So  are  we  all. 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Serv,  My  lord,   there  are  certain  nobles  of  the  fenate 
Newly  alighted,  and  come  to  vifit  you. 

Tim,     They  are  fairly  welcome. 

Flav,  I  befeech  your  honour, 
Vouchfafe  me  a  word  ;  it  doth  concern  you  near. 

Tim.  Near  ?  why  then  another  time  I'll  hear  thee : 
I  pr'ythee,    let  us  be  provided 
To  (liew  them  entertainment. 

Flav.  \_Jftde.'}  I  fcarce  know  how. 

Enter  another  Servant, 

2  Serv.  May  it  pleafe  your  honour,  lord  Lucius,- 
Out  of  his  free  love,    hath  prefented  to  you 

Four  milk-white  horfes,    trapt  in  filver. 

Tim,  I  (hall  accept  them  fairly :  let  the  prefents 
Be  worthily  entertain'd.— How  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Enter 
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Enter  a  third  Servant. 

3  Serv,  Pleafc  you,  my  lord,  that  honourable  gentle- 
man, lord  Lucullus,  entreats  your  company  to-morrow  to 
hunt  with  him  ;  and  hath  fent  your  honour  two  brace  of 
greyhounds. 

iim,  I'll  hunt  with  him  ;  And  let  them  be  rcceiv'd 
Not  without  fair  reward. 

Flav,  {^Jftde,'\  What  will  this  come  to  ? 
He  commands  us  to  provide,   and  give  great  gifts, 
And  all  out  of  an  empty  coffer. — 
Nor  will  he  know  his  purfe  ;   or  yield  me  this, 
To  {hew  him  what  a  beggar  his  heart  is, 
Being  of  no  power  to  make  his  wifhes  gopd  : 
His  promifes  fly  fo  beyond  his  ftate. 
That  what  he  fpeaks  is  all  in  debt,   he  owes 
For  every  word  ;  he  is  fo  kind,   that  he  now 
Pays  interefl:  for't ;  his  land's  put  to  their  books, 
Wellt,  *would  I  were  gently  put  out  of  office, 
Before  I  were  forc'd  out ! 
Happier  is  he  that  has  no  friend  to  feed, 
Than  fuch  that  do  even  enemies  exceed. 
I  bleed  inwardly  for  my  lord.  \^Exit. 

Tim,  You  do  yourfelves  much   wrong,  you  bate  too 
much 
Of  your  own  merits : — Here,  my  lord  ;   a  trifle  of  our  love, 

2  Lord*  With   more   than  common  thanks  I  will  re- 
ceive it. 

3  Lord,  O,  he  Is  the  very  foul  of  bounty  1 
Tim,   And  now  I  remember,  my  lord,  you  gave 

Good  words  the  other  day  of  a  bay  courfer 
I  rode  on  :  It  is  yours,  becaufeyou  lik'd  it. 

2  Lord.  O,  I  befeech  you,   pardon  me,  my  lord. 
In  that. 

Tim,  You  may  take  my  word,  my  lord  ;   I  know,  no 
man 
Can  juflly  pralfe,   but  what  he  does  afFe<5l : 
I  weigh  my  friend's  affeflion  with  mine  own  | 
I  tell  you  true.     I'll  call  on  you. 

Jli  Lords.  O,  none  fo  welcome. 

Tim.  1  take  all  and  your  feveral  vilitation? 

B  So 


l8'      ,  TIMON  OF    ATHENS, 

So  kind  to  heart,  'tis  not  enough  to  give ; 
Methinks,  I  could  deal  kingdoms  to  my  friends. 
And  ne'er  be  weary. — Alcibiades, 
Thou  art  a  foldier,  therefore  feldom  rich, 
It  comes  in  charity  to  thee  :  for  all  thy  living 
Is  'mongfl:  the  dead  ;  and  all  the  lands  thou  haft 
Lie  in  a  pltch'd  field. 

Jlc.  In  defiled  land,  my  lord. 

I  Lord,  VV  e  are  fo  virtuoufly  bound, 

Tim,  And  fo  am  I  to  you. 
Q.  Lord.  So  infinite  endear 'd, — 
Tim,  All  to  you. — Lights !  more  lights  I 
I  Lc7'd.  The  beft  of  happinefs, 
Honour,  and  fortunes,  keep  with  you,  lord  Timon  !— . 
Tim,  Ready  for  his  friends. 

[_Exe2mt  Alcibiades,  Lords,  ^V. 
Ape7n,  What  a  coil's  here  ! 
Serving  of  becks,  and  jutting  out  of  bums  ! 
I  doubt,  whether  their  legs  be  worth  the  fums 
That  are  given  for  'em.     Friendfnip's  full  of  dregs  : 
Methinks,  falfe  hearts  fhould  never  have  fouud  legs. 
Thus  honeft  fools  lay  out  their  wealth  on  court'fies. 
Tiin.  Now,  Apemantus,  if  thou  wert  not  fullen, 
I  would  be  good  to  thee. 

^■pem>  No,  ril  nothing  :   for, 
If  I  fhould  be  brib'd  too,  there  would  be  none  left 
To  rail  upon  thee  ;  and  then  thou  would'ft  Im  the  fuller. 
Thou  giv ft  fo  long,  Timon,  I  fear  me,  thou 
Wilt  give  away  thyfelf  in  paper  fhortly  : 
What  need  thefe  feats,  pomps,  and  vain  glories  ? 

Tim,  Nay, 
If  you  begin  to  rail  once  on  fociety, 
I  am  fworn  not  to  give  regard  to  you. 
Farewel ;   and  come  with  better  mufick.  [Exit* 

Jpem,  So; — 
Thou  wilt  not  hear  me  now, — thou  (halt  not  then,   I'll 

lock 
Thy  heaven  from  thee.     O,  that  men's  ears  fhould  be 
To  CO*  nfel  deaf,  but  not  to  flattery  I  [Exit, 


ACT     II. 


•^ 


TIMON    OF    ATHENS.  1^ 

A  C  T    IT. 

SCENE    I.     J  public  Place  i?j  the  City, 

Enter  a  Senator , 

Senator, 

AND  late,  five  thoufand  to  Varro ;  and  to  Ifidore, 
He  owes  nine  thoufand  ;-~bef)des  my  former  fum, 
Which  makes  it  five  and  twenty.— Still  in  motion 
Of  raging  wafte  l  It  cannot  hold  :  it  will  not. 
If  I  want  gold,  fleal  but  a  beggar's  dog. 
And  give  it  Timon,  why,  the  dog  coins  gold  ; 
If  1  would  fell  my  horfe,  and  buy  twenty  more 
l^etter  than  he,  why  give  my  horfe  to  Timon, 
A(k  nothing,  give  it  him,  it  foals  me,  ftraight, 
And  able  horfes  :  No  porter  at  his  gate  ; 
But  rather  one  that  fmiles,  and  ftill  invites 
All  that  pafs  by.    It  cannot  hold  ;  no  reafon 
Can  found  his  ftate  in  fafety. — Caphis,  ho  ! 
Caphis,  I  fay  1 

Enter  CAvnis, 

Caph,  Here,  fir  ;  What  is  your  pleafure  ? 

Sen*  Get  on  your  cloak,  and  hafle  you  to  lord  Timon  ^ 
Importune  him  for  my  monies  ;  be  net  ceas'd 

With  (light  denial  j  nor  then  filenc'd,  when 

Commend  me  to  your  mafter — and  the  cap 

Plays  in  the  right  hand,  thus ;— but  tell  him,  firrah, 

My  ufes  cry  to  me,  I  muft  ferve  my  turn 

Out  of  mine  own  ;  his  days  and  times  are  paft. 

And  my  reliances  on  his  fraded  dates 

Has  fmit  my  credit :  I  love,  and  honour  him  ; 

But  mufl  not  break  my  back,  to  heal  his  linger  : 

Immediate  are  my  needs ;  and  my  relief 

Muft  not  b€  toft  and  turn'd  to  me  in  words. 

But  find  fupply  immediate.     Get  you  gone  % 

Put  on  a  moft  importunate  afpe^V, 

A  vilfage  of  demand  ;  for,  I  do  fear. 

When  every  feather  fticks  in  his  own  wing, 

Lord  Timon  will  be  left  a  naked  gull. 

Which  flaflies  now  a  Phcenix.    Get  you  gone. 

B  2  Cafr)^ 
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Caph,  I  go,  fir. 

Sen.  I  go,  fir  ? — take  the  bonds  along  with  you, 
Anti  hnve  the  dates  in  compt. 
Caph.  1  will,  fir. 
Sen,  Go.  ,        [Exeunt. 


SCENE    ir. 

Timor's  HalL     Enter  Flavius,  with  many  Bills  in 

his  Hand. 

Flav.  No  care,  no  flop  !  fo  fenfelefs  of  expence. 
That  he  will  neither  know  how  to  maintain  ir, 
Nor  ceafe  his  flow  of  riot ;  Takes  no  account 
How  things  go  from  him  ;  nor  refumes  no  care 
Of  what  is  to  continue  ;  Never  mind 
Was  to  be  fo  unwife,  to  be  fo  kind. 
What  (hall  be  done  ?  He  will  not  hear,  'till  feel : 
I  muft  be  round  with  him,  now  he  comes  from  hunting. 

Enter  Cap  his,  with  the  Servants  of  I  sidok'e  and  V  ajkro, 

Fye,  fye,  fye,  fyc! 

Caph,  Good  even,  Varro :  What, 
You  come  for  money  ? 

Far.  Is't  not  your  bufinefs  too  ? 

Caph.  It  is  : — And  your's  too,  Ifidore  ? 

J/id.  It  is  fo. 

Caph,  'Would  we  were  all  difcharg'd  ! 

Far,  I  fear  it. 

Caph.  Here  comes  the  lord. 

Enter Ti^ioif,  Alcibiades,  &c, 

Tim,  So  foon  as  dinner's  done,  we'll  forth  again. 
My  Alcibiades.— With  me  ?  What  is  your  will  ? 

[They  pre/ent  their  Bilh> 

Caph,  My  lord,  here  is  a  note  of  certain  dues. 

Tim,  Dues  ?  Whence  are  you  ? 

Caph,  Of  Athens,  here,  my  lord. 

Tim,  Go  to  my  fleward. 

Ciiph,  Plcafe  it  your  lor dfliip,  he  hath  put  me  oiF 
To  the  uiCcciTion  of  new  days  this  month  : 

My 


TIMON  OF    ATHENS.  ^I 

My  mafler  is  awak'd  by  great  occafion, 
To  call  upon  his  own  ;  and  humbly  prays  you. 
That  with  your  other  noble  parts  you'll  fuit. 
In  giving  him  his  right, 

Tim,  Mine  honefl:  friend, 
I  pr^^rhee,  but  repair  to  me  next  morning, 

Caph,  Nay,  good  my  lord, — 

Thn.  Contain  thyfelf,  good  friend. 

Far,  One  Varro's  fervant,  my  good  lord,^ 

Jftd   From  Ifidore; 
He  humbly  prays  your  fpeedy  payment, — 

Caph,  If  you  did  know,  my  lord,  my  mafler*s  wants,— 

Far,  Twas  due  on  forfeiture,  my  lord,  fix  weeks, 
And  pad, — • 

IJid,  Your  fteward  puts  me  off,  my  lord ;  and  I 
Am  fent  expresQy  to  your  lordHiip. 

Tim,  Give  me  breath  : — 
I  do  befeech  you,  good  my  lords,  keep  on  ; 

[£r.^tt^2f  Alcibiades,  l^c, 
ril  wait  upon  you  inftantly.—  Come  hither,  pray  you. 

[7*^  Flavius, 
How  goes  the  world,  that  T  am  thus  encounter'd, 
With  clamoroui  demands  of  broken  bonds. 
And  the  detention  of  long-fince^due  debts, 
Againfl:  my  honour  ? 

Flav,  Pieafe  you,  gentlemen, 
The  time  is  unagreeable  to  this  bufinefs  : 
Your  importunacy  ceafe,  'till  after  dinner  ; 
That  I  may  make  his  lordQiip  underfland 
Wherefore  you  arc  not  paid. 

Tim,  Do  fo,  my  friends  :  See  them  well  cntertain'd. 

[Exit  TiMOM, 

Flav,  Pray  draw  near,  [i?jr/>  Flavius, 

Enter  Apemantus,  and  a  Fool, 

Caph,  Stay,  flay,  here  comes  the  fool  with  Apemantus; 
Let'«  have  fome  (port  with  'em. 
Far,  Hang  him,  he'll  abufe  us. 
I  fid,  A  plague  upon  him,  dog  ! 
Far,  How  do(t,  fool  ? 
4psm,  Doft  dialogue  with  thy  Ihadow  I 

B  3  ^^'*« 
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Var,  I  fpeak  not  to  thee. 

Jpem.  No,  'tis  to  thyfelf. — Come  away. 

\To  th^  Fooh 

Ifid.  [To  Far,]  There's  the  fool  hangs  on  30ur  back 
already, 

Jpem.  No,  thou  ftand'fl  fmgle,  thou  art  not  on  "him 
yet. 

Caph,  Where's  the  fool  now  ? 

Jpem,  He  lafl:  afk'd  the  quefllon.  Poor  rogues,  and 
ufurers*  men  !  bawds  between  gold  and  want ! 

JII.  What  are  we,  Apcmantus  ? 

Jpem,  AITes. 

JiL  Why? 

Jpem,  That  you  afk  inc,  what  you  are,  and  do  not 
know  yourfeives. — Speak  to  'em,  fool. 

Fool,  How  do  you,  gentlemen  r 

JIL  Gramercies,  good  fool :   How  does  your  miftrefs  ? 

Fool,  She's  e*en  Ltdi'-g  on  water  to  fcald  fuch  chickens 
as  you  ate.    'Would  we  could  fee  you  at  Corinth, 

Jpem,  Good  !  grameicy. 

Enter  Page, 

Fool,  I  ook  you,  here  comes  my  mafler's  page. 

Page,  \T'o  the  Fool,~\  Why,  how  now,  captain  ? 
what  do  you  in  this  wife  company  ? — How  doft  thou, 
Apemantus  ? 

Jpem,  'Would  I  had  a  rod  in  my  mouth,  that  I  might 
anfwer  thee  profitably. 

Page,  Pr'ythee,  Apemantus,  read  me  the  fuperfcription 
of  thefe  letters ;  I  know  not  which  is  which. 

Jpem,  Can'ft  not  read  ? 

Page,  No. 

Jpem,  There  will  little  learning  die  then,  that  day 
thou  art  hang'd.  This  is  to  lord  Timon  ;  this  to  Alcibia- 
des.  Go  ;  thou  waft  born  a  baftard,  and  thou'lt  die  a 
bawd. 

Page,  Thou  waft  whelp'd  a  dog ;  and  thou  (halt  famifh 
a  dog's  death.     Anfwer  not,  lam  gone.  {Exit, 

Jpem,  Evenfo,  thou  out-run'ft  grace. 
Fool,  I  will  go  with  you  to  lord  Timon's, 

Fool,  Will  you  leave  me  there  ? 

Jp^m 
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Apem,  If  Timon  flay  at  home. — You  three  ferve  three 
nfurers. 

All.  Ay  'would  they  ferv'd  us! 

Jpem.  So  would  I, — as  good  a  trick  as  ever  hangman 
ferv'd^  thief. 

Fool.  Are  you  three  ufurers'  men  ? 

ML  Ay,  fool. 

Fool,  I  think,  no  ufurer  but  has  a  fool  to  Ms  fervant : 
My  mifliefs  is  one,  and  I  am  her  fool.  When  men  come 
to  borrow  of  your  mafters,  they  approach  fadly,  and  go 
away  mqrry  ;  but  they  enter  my  maAer's  houfe  merrily, 
and  go  away  fadly  :    I  he  reafon  of  this  ? 

Far*  I  could  render  one. 

Jpem.  Do  it  then,  that  we  may  account  thee  a  whore- 
mafter,  and  a  knave  ;  which  notwithftanding,  thou  fhalt 
beno  lefs  efteemed. 

Far*  What  is  a  whore-mafter,  fool  ? 

Fool.  A  fool  in  good  clothes,  and  fomething  like  thee; 
'Tis  a  fpirit  :  fometime,  it  appears  like  a  lord  ;  fometime, 
like  a  lawyer ;  fometime,  like  a  philofopher,  with  two  ftones 
more  than's  artificial  one  :  He  is  very  often  like  a  knight; 
and  generally,  in  all  (hapes,  that  man  goes  up  and  down 
in,  from  four -fcore  to  thirteen,  this  fpirit  walks  in. 

Var.  Thou  art  not  altogether  a  fool. 

FooL  Nor  thou  altogether  a  wife  man  i  as  much  foolery 
as  I  have,  fo  much  wit  thou  lack'fl. 

Jpem.  That  anfwer  might  have  become  Apemantu.s. 

AIL  Afide,  afide  ;  here  comes  lord  Timon. 

Re-enter  TlMON,  and  Flavius* 

Apera.  Come  with  me,  fool,  come. 

FooL  I  do  not  always  follow  loyer,  elder  brother,  and 
woman;  fometimes  the  philofopher. 

Flav,  Pray  you,  walk  near  ;  1*11  fpeak  with  you  anon. 

lExeunt  Apemantus,  and  Fool ^ 

Tim.  You  make  me  marvel  :  Wherefore,  e'er  this  time. 
Had  you  not  fully  laid  my  ftate  before  me  ; 
That  I  might  fo  have  rated  my  expence, 
As  I  had  leave  of  means  ? 

Flav.  You  would  not  hear  me, 
At  many  leifures  I  propos'd. 

B4  Tim* 
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T//«.  Go  to  : 
Perchance,  fome  fingle  vantages  you  took, 
When  my  indifpofition  put  you  back  ; 
And  that  unaptnefs  made  you  minifler. 
Thus  to  excufe  yourfelF. 

Flav.  O  my  good  lord ! 
At  many  times  I  brought  in  my  accounts, 
X-aid  them  before  you ;  you  would  throw  them  off. 
And  fay,  you  found  them  in  mine  honefty 
When,  for  fome  trifling  prefent,  you  have  bid  me 
Keturn  fo  much,  I  have  (hook  my  head  and  wept ; 
Yea,  *gainft:  the  authority  of  manners,  prayed  you 
To  hold  your  hand  more  clofe  ;  I  did  endure 
Not  feldom,  nor  no  flight  checks  ;  when  I  have 
Prompted  you,  in  the  ebb  of  your  eftate. 
And  your  great  flow  of  debts.    My  dear  lov*d  lord. 
Though  yon  hear  now,  yet  now's  too  late  a  time  j 
The  greatefb  of  your  having  lacks  a  half 
To  pay  your  prefent  debts. 

'Tim,  Let  all  my  land  be  fold. 

Flav,  'Tis  allengag'd,  fome  forfeited  and  gone, 
And  what  remains  will  hardly  flop  the  mouth 
Of  prefent  dues  j  the  future  comes  apace : 
What  fliall  defend  the  interim  ?  and  at  length 
How  goes  our  reckoning  ? 

Tim.  To  Lacedaemon  did  my  land  extend. 

Flav.  O  my  good  lord,  the  world  is  but  a  world ; 
W^ere  it  all  yours,  to  give  it  in  a  breath. 
How  quickly  were  it  gone  ? 

Tim.  You  tell  me  tnie. 

Flav.  If  you  fufpeft  my  hulbandry,  or  falfefhood, 
Call  me  before  the  exa<Sleft  auditors, 
And  fet  me  on  the  proof.     So  the  gods  blefs  me. 
When  all  our  offices  have  been  opprefl 
With  riotous  feeders  ;   when  our  vaults  have  wept 
With  drunken  fpilth  of  wine  ;  when  every  room 
Hath  blaz'd  with  lights,  and  bray'd  with  minflrcify ; 
I  have  retir'd  me  to  a  wafteful  cock, 
And  fet  mine  eyes  at  flow, 

Tim.  Pr'ythee,  no  more- 

Flav,  Heavens^  have  I  faid,  the  bounty  of  this  lord  \ 

How 
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How  many  prodigal  bits  have  Haves,  and  peafants. 

This  night  englutted !  Who  is  not  Timon's  ? 

What  heart,    head,    fword,     force  means,     but  is  lord 

Timon's  > 
Great  Timon's,  noble,  worthy,  royal  Timon's  ? 
Ah  !  when  the  means  are  gone,  that  buy  this  praife. 
The  breath  is  gone  whereof  this  praife  is  made  : 
Feaft-won,  faft-Jofl ;  one  cloud  of  winter  (bowers, 
Thefe  .  ies  are  couch'd. 

Tim.  Come  fermon  me  no  further : 
No  villainous  bounty  yet  hath  pad  my  heart ; 
Unwifely,  not  ignobly,  have  I  given. 
Why  doft  thou  weep  ?  can'ft  thou  the  confcience  lack 
To  ihink  I  (hall  lack  friends  ?  Secure  thy  heart  ; 
If  I  would  broach  the  vefTels  of  my  love. 
And  try  the  argument  of  hearts  by  borrowing. 
Men  and  Men's  fortunes,  could  I  frankly  ufe. 
As  I  can  bid  thee  fpeak. 

Flav.  AfTurance  blefs  your  thought  1 

Tim,  And,   in  fome  fort,     thefe  wants  of  mine  are 
crown'd, 
That  I  account  them  bleflir^gs ;  for  by  thefe 
Shall  I  try  friends :  you  (hail  perceive,  how  yoi! 
Miftake  my  fortunes ;  I  am  wealthy  in  my  friends. 
Within  there, — Flaminius  !  Servilius  ! 

Enter  FhAMi^ius,  Servilius,  and  other  Servants, 

Serv.  My  lord,  my  lord, 

Tim^  I  will  difpatch  you  feverally,— You,    to   lord 

Lucius, 

To  lord  Lucullus  you  ;  I  hunted  with   his 
Honour  to  day  ;  You  to  Seraipronius, — 
Commend   me  to  their  loves  ;  and,  I  am  proud,  fay. 
That  my  occafions  have  found  time  to  ufe  them 
Toward  a  fupply  of  money  :  let  the  requeft 
Be  fifty  talents. 

Flam.  As  you  have  faid,   my  lord. 

Flav.  Lord  Lucius,  and  Lucullus  ?  hum  ! 

TiTH.  Go  you,  fir,  to  the  fenators 
(Of  whom,  even  to  the  ilate's  belt  health,  I  have 

Deferv'd 
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Deferv'd  this  hearing),  bid  'em  fend  o'  the  inftant 
A  thoufand  talents  to  me. 

Flav.  I  have  been  bold 
(For  that  I  knew  it  themoft  general  way), 
To  them  to  iife  your  fignet,  and  your  name.; 
But  they  do  (hake  their  heads,   and  I  am  here 
No  richer  in  return. 

Tim.  Is't  true  ?   can't  be  ? 

Flav.  They  anfwer,  in  a  joint  and  coporate  voice,  . 
That  now  they  are  ai  fall,  want  treafure,   cannot 
Do  what  they  would  ;  are  forry — you  are  honourable,— 
But  yet  they  could  have  wi(h'd — they  knew  not-^ 
Something  hath  been  amifs — a  noble  nature 
May  catch  a  wrench — would  all  were  well — 'tis  pity*'— 
And  fo,  intending  other  ferious  matters, 
After  diftalleful  looks,  and  thefe  hard  fraiftions. 
With  certain  half-caps,  and  cold-moving  nods. 
They  froze  me  into  filence. 

Tim.  You  gods  reward  them  ! — 
Ipr'ythee,  man.,  look  cheer ly  :   Thefe  old  fellows 
Have  their  ingratitude  in  them  hereditary : 
Their  blood  is  cak'd,  'tis  cold,  it  feldom  flows  ; 
'Tis  lack  of  kindly  warmth,   they  are  not  kind  ; 
And  nature,  as  it  grows  again  toward  earth, 
Isfafliion'd  for  the  journey,  dull,  and  heavy. — 
Go  to  Ventidius, — Pr*ythee,  be  not  fad. 
Thou  art  true,  and  honeft  ;  ingenuoufly  I  fpeak, 
No  blame  belongs  to  thee — Ventidius  lately 
Bury'd  his  father:    by  whole  death,  he's  flepp'd 
Into  a  great  eftate  :   when  he  was  poor, 
Imprifon'd,  and  in  fcarcity  of  friends, 
I  clear'd  him  with  five  talents :  Greet  him  from  me; 
Bid  him  fuppofe,  fome  good  neceffity 
Touches  his  friend,  which  craves  to  be  remember'd 
With  thofe  five  talents :  —that  hod,    give  it  thefe  fellows 
To  whom  'tis  inflant  due.     Never  fpeak,  or  think. 
That  Timon's  fortunes  'mong  his  friends  can  fink. 
Flav.  I  would,  I  could  not  think  it ;  That  thought 
bounty's  foe ; 
Being  free  itf^lf,  it  thinks  all  others  fo,  [Exeunt, 

ACl 
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ACT  III. 

SCENE    I,     LucULLUsV  Houfe  in  Athens, 
Flaminius    waking*      Enter  a  Servant  to   him* 

Servant* 

HAVE  told  my  lord  of  you,   he  is  coming  down  to 
you. 

Flam,  I  thank  you,  fir. 

Enter  Lucullus. 

Serv.  Here's  my  lord. 

Lucul.  l^Jfide.']  One  of  lord  Timon's  men  ?  a  gift,  I  war- 
rant. Why,  this  hits  right ;  I  dreamt  of  a  filver  bafon 
and  ewer  to-night.  Flaminius,  honed  Flaminius;  you 
are  very  refpeclively  welcome.  Sir — Fill  me  fome  wine. 
— And  how  does  that  honourable,  compleat,  free-hearted 
gentleman  of  Athens,  thy  very  bountiful  good  lord  and 
inafter  ? 

Flam.  His  health  is  well,   fir. 

Lucul.  I  am  right  glad  that  his  health  is  well,  fir : 
And  what  hall:  thou  there  under  thy  cloak  pretty  Flaminius  ? 

Flatn,  'Faith  nothing  but  an  empty  box,    fir,    which, 

in  my  lord's  behalf,  I  come  to  entreat  your  honour  to  fup- 

ply ;  who,    having  a   great  and  inftant  occafion  to   ufe 

fifty  talents,  hath  feut  to  yoiir   lordfhip  to   furnifh   him  j 

.nothing  doubting  yourprefent  afliftan.e  therein. 

Lucul.  La,  la,  la,  la, — nothing  doubting  fays  he  ^  alas, 
good  lord  !  a  noble  gentleman 'tis,  if  he  would  not  keep 
fo  good  a  houfe.  Many  a  time  and  often  I  ha'-  din'd  with 
him,  and  told  him  on't ;  and  came  again  to  (upper  to  him, 
of  purpofe  to  have  himfpend  lefs  :  and  yet  he  would  em- 
brace no  counfel,  take  no  warning  by  my  coming.  Every 
man  hath  his  fault,  and  honefly  is  his ;  I  ha'  told  him 
on't,  but  I  could  never  get  him  from't. 

Re-enter  Servant,  with  fVine. 

Serv,  rieafe  your  lordfhipj  here  is  the  wine, 

Lucuh 
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LucuL  Flamlnius,  I  have  noted  thee  always  wife. 
Here's  to  thee. 

Flam.  Your  lord  {hip  fpeaks  your  pieafure. 

Li'cul.  I  have  obferv'd  thee  always  for  a  towardlf 
prompt  fpirit, —  give  thee  thy  due, —  and  one  that  knows 
what  belongs  to  reafon ;  and  canft  ufe  the  time  well,  if  the 
timeufc  thee  well :  good  parts  in  thee.-Get  you  gone,  firrah, 
\Tothe  Servant^  who  goes  (!?«^]--Draw  nearer,  honeft  Flami- 
oius.  Thy  lord's  a  bountiful  gentleman  :  but  thou  art  wife  ; 
and  thou  know'd  well  enough,  although  thou  com'ft  to  me, 
that  this  is  no  time  to  lend  money  ;  efpecially  upon  bare 
friendihip,  without  fecurity.  Here's  three  folidares  for 
thee  ;  good  boy,  wink  at  me,  and  fay,  thou  faw'ft  me  not» 
Fare  thee  well. 

Flam*  Is't  pofTible,    the   world   (hould  fo  much   differ  ; 
And  we  alive,  that  liv'd  ?  Fly,  damned  bafenefs, 
To  him  that  worihips  thee. 

[  Throwing  the  Aioney  away. 

LucuL  Ha  \  Now  I  fee,  thou  art  a  fool,  and  Ht  for 
thy  maAer.  [^.v/V  Lucullus. 

Flam*  May  thefe  add   to  the  number  that   miy    fcald 
thee ! 
Let  molten  coin  be  thy  damnation. 
Thou  difeafeof  a  friend,  and  not  himfelF  ! 
Has  friendfhip  fucha  faint  and  milky  heart, 
It  turns  in  lei's  than  two  night?  ?  O  you  Gods, 
I  feel  my  mailer's  paflicn  !    This  Have, 
Unto  his  honour,   has  my  lord's  meat  in  him  : 
Why  fliould  it  thrive,  and  turn  to  nutriment. 
When  he  is  turn'd  to  poifon  ? 
O,  may  difeafes  only  work  upon't  ! 

And,  when  he's  fick  to  death,    let  not  that  part  of  nature 
Which  ray  lord  paid  for,    be  of  a  ay  power 
To  expel  ficknefs,   but  prolong  his  hour  !  [Exit, 


S  C  E  N  E    II.     vf  public  rtreet. 
EnUr  Lucius,  with  three  Strangers, 

Luc.  Who,  the  lord  Timon  ?  he  is  my  very  good  Friend, 

and  an  honourable  Gentlemaa* 

I  Stran, 
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I.  Siran.  We  know  him  for  no  lefs,  thougli  we  arc 
but  Grangers  to  him.  But  lean  tell  you  one  thing,  my 
lord,  and  which  I  hear  from  common  rumours,  now  lord 
Timon's  happy  hours  are  done  and  paft,  and  his  eftatc 
fhrinks  from  him. 

Luc,  Fye,  no,  do  not  believe  it ;  he  cannot  want  for 
money. 

2  Strati,  But  believe  you  this,  my  lord,  that,  not  long 
ago,  one  of  the  men  was  with  the  lord  Luculius,  to  borrow 
fo  many  talents;  nay,  urg'd  extremely  for'r,  and  /hew'd 
what  neceffity  belong'd  to^t,  and  yet  was  deny'd. 

Luc,  How  ? 

2  Stren.  I  tell  you,  deny'd,  my  lord. 

Luc,  What  a  ftrange  cafe  was  that  ?  now,  before  the 
gods,  I  am  aOiam'd  on't.  DenyM  that  honourable  man  ? 
there  was  very  little  honour  fhew'd  in't.  For  my  own  parr, 
I  muft  needs  confefs,  1  have  receiv'd  fome  fr;i.ill  kindnelles 
from  him,  as  money,  plate,  jewels,  and  fuch  like  trifles, 
nothing  comparing  to  his  ;  yet,  had  he  midook  him  and 
fent  to  me,  I  fhould  ne'er  have  deny'd  his  occafion  fo 
many  talents. 

Enter  Servilius. 

Ser.  See,  by  good  hap,  yonder's  my  lord  ;  I  have  fweat  to 
fee  his  honour. — My  honour'd  lord, — 

[T'^j  Lucius, 

Luc,  Servilius  !  you  are  kindly  met,  fir.  Fare  thee  well ; 
■—Commend  me  to  thy  honourable-virtuous  lord,  my  very 
exqnifite  friend, 

Ser,  May  it  pleafe  your  honour,  my  lord   harh  fent.-— 

Luc,  Ha  !  what  hath  he  fent  ?  I  am  fo  much  endear'd 
to  that  lord  ;  he's  ever  fending  ;  How  (hall  1  thank  him, 
think'it  thou  ?  And  what  has  he  fent  now  > 

Ser,  He  has  only  fent  his  prefent  occafion  now,  my  lord  ; 
requeuing  your  lordfhip  to  fupply  his  inilant  ufe  with  fo 
many  talents. 

Luc.  I  know,  his  lordfnip  is  but  merry  with  me  ;  He 
cannot  want  fifty  five-hundred  talents. 

Ser,  But  in  the  mean  time  he  wants  lefs,   my  lord. 
If  his  occafion  were  not  virtuous, 
I  fhould  not  urge  it  half  fo  faithfully. 

Ltk, 
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Luc.  Doft  thou  fpeak  ferioufly,   Servilius  ? 

Ser*  Upon  my  foul  'tis  true,   fir. 

Luc.  What  a  wicked  beaft  was  I,  to  disfurnidi  myfdf 
againft  fuch  a  good  time,  when  I  might  have  fhewn  my- 
felf  honourable  ?  how  unluckily  it  happen'd,  that  I  (hould 
purchafe  the  day  before  for  a  little  part,  and  undo  a  great 
deal  of  honour  ? — Servilius,  now  before  the  gods,  I  am 
not  able  to  do't ;  the  more  beall:  I  fay  :  I  was  fending  to 
life  lord  Timon  my  felf,  thele  gentlemen  can  witnefs  ;  but 
I  would  not,  not  for  the  wealth  of  Athens,  I  had  done  it 
now.  Commend  me  bountifully  to  his  good  lordfhip  ; 
and,  I  hope,  his  honour  will  conceive  the  faireft  of  me, 
becaufe  I  have  no  power  to  be  kind  : — And  tell  him  this 
from  me,  I  count  it  one  of  my  greatefl:  affli(!^ions,  fay,  that 
I  cannot  pleafure  fuch  an  honourable  gentleman.  Good 
Servilius,  will  you  befriend  me  fo  far,  as  to  ufe  my  own 
words  to  him  ? 

Ser.  Yes,    fir,  I  ftiall. 

Luc,  I'll  look  you  out  a  good  turn,  Servilius. — 

\^Exit  Servilius, 
True,  asyoufaid,    Timon  is  flirunk,   indeed; 
And  he,  that's  once  deny'd,    will  hardly  fpeed. 

1  ^tran.  Do  you  obferve  this,  Hoflilius  ? 

2  Sir  an.  Ay  too  well. 

I  Stran,  Why  this  is  the  world's  fport  ; 
And  jufi  of  the  fame  piece  is  every  flatterer's  fouL 
Who  can  call  him  his  friend. 
That  dips  in  the  fime  diili  ?  for,  in  my  knowing, 
Timon  has  been  this  lord's  father. 
And  kept  his  credit  with  his  purfe  ; 
Supported  his  eftate  ;   pay,.Timon's  money 
Has  paid  his  men  their  wages  :     He  ne'er  drinks, 
But  Timon's  filver  (reads  upon  his  lip; 
And  yet  (O,  fee  the  monflro\:ifnefs  of  man. 
When  he  looks  out  in  an  ungrateful  fnape  !  j 
He  does  deny  him,   in  refpecf  of  his, 
WMiat  charitable  men  afford  to  beggars. 

3  Stran.  Religion  groans  at  it. 

I  Siran^  For  mine  ov/n  part, 

I  never  tailed  Timon  in  my  lite. 

Nor 
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Nor  came  any  of  his  bounties  oyer  me. 

To  mark  me  for  his  friend  ;  yet,   I  protefl. 

For  his  right  noble  mind,   illuflrious  virtue, 

And  honourable  carriage, 

Had  his  neceffity  made  ufe  of  me, 

I  would  have  put  my  wealth  into  donation, 

And  the  befl  half  ftiould  havereturn'd  to  him. 

So  much  I  love  his  heart :    But,  I  perceive. 

Men  muft  learn  now  with  pity  to  difpenfe  ; 

For  policy  (its  above  confcience.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE    III. 

SEMPRONrus'x     Hotife.       Enter  Sempronius,   with  a 
Servant  c/'Timon's. 

Sem.  Mufl  he  needs  trouble  me  in't  ?  Hum  !   'Bove  all 
others  ? 
He  might  have  try'd  lord  Lucius,   or  Lucullus; 
And  now  Ventidius  is  wealthy  too, 
Whom  he  redeemed  from  prifon  :   All  thefe 
Owe  their  edates  unto  him. 

Serv,  My  lord, 
They    have  all  been  touched,  and   found  bafs  metal,  for 
They  have  all  deny'd  him  ! 

Sem,  How!    have  they  deny'd  him  ?  ^  , 

Hath  Ventidius  and  Lucullus  deny'd  him  ? 
And  does  he  fend  to  me  ?    Three?    hum  !—-' 
It  (hews  but  little  love  or  judgment  in  him. 
Muft  I  be  his  laft  refuge  ?     his  friends,  like  phyficians, 
Thrive,  give  him  over  ;    muft  I  take  the  cure  uponme? 
•  He  has  much  difgracM  me  in't ;  I  am  angry  at  him. 
That  might  have  known  my  place  :  I  fee  no  fenfc  for't. 
But  his  occafions  might  have  woo'd  me  firft  ; 
For,  in  my  confcience,  I  was  the  fir  ftman 
That  e'er  receiv'd  gift  from  him  : 
And  does  he  think  fo  backwardiy  of  me  now, 
That  I'll  requite  it  laft?  No: 
So  it  may  prove  an  argument  of  laughter 
To  the  reft,  and  I  'mongft  lords  be  thought  a  fool. 

I  had 
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I  had  rather  than  the  worth  of  thrrce  the  fam, 

He  had  fent  to  me  firft,  but  for  my  mind's  fake  ; 

1  had  fuch  a  courage  to  do  him  good.     But  now  return, 

And  with  their  faint  reply  this  anfwer  join  ; 

Who  bates  mine  honour,  (hail  not  know  my  coin. 

Serv.    Excellent !  Your   Lordfliip's  a  goodly  Villain, 
The  devil  knew  not  what  he  did,  when  he  made  man  po- 
litick ;  he  crofs'd  himfelf  by't :  and  I  cannot  think,  but,  in 
the  end,    the  Villainies  of  man  will  fet  him  clear.      How 
fairly  this  lord  llrives  to  appear  foul  ?  takes  virtuous  copies 
to  be  wicked  ;  like  thofe  that  under  hot  ardent  zeal,  would 
fet  whole  realms  on  fire. 
Of  fuch  a  nature  is  his  politick  love. 
This  was  my  lord's  beft  hope ;  now  ail  are  fled. 
Save  only  the  gods :    Now  his  friends  are  dead, 
Doors,  that  were  ne'er  acquainted  with  their  wards 
Many  a  bounteous  year,   mufl:  be  employed 
Is^ow  to  guard  fure  their  mailer. 
>\nd  this  is  all  a  liberal  courfe  allows ; 
Who  cannot  keep  his  wealth,  mufl  keep  his  houfe. 

[Exit, 


SCENE    IV.     TiMON'j  Hall. 

Enter  Vhv.TkO,  Titus,  Hortensius,  Lucius,  and 
other  Servants  ^"Timon's  CreaitorSy  who^  wait  for  hii 
coming  out, 

Var.  Well  met ;  good  morrow,  Titus,  and  Hortenfius. 

Tit,  The  like  to  you,  kind  Varro. 

Hor.  Lucius  ? 
What,  do  we  meet  together? 

Luc.  Ay,  and,  I  thmk, 
One  bufmefs  does  command  us  all ;    for  mine 
Is  money. 

lit.  So  is  theirs,  and  ours. 

Enter  Philotus. 

Luc.   And  fir  Philclus  too  ! 
Phi,  Good  day  at  once. 

Luc* 
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Liic»  Welcome,    good   brother.     What  do  you  think 
the  hour  ? 

Phi.  Ltibouriiig  for  nine. 
Luc*  So  much? 

Phi,  Is  not  my  lord  feen  yet  ? 
Luc.  Not  yet. 

Phi.  I  wonder  on't ;   he  was  wont  to  fhlne  at  feven* 
Luc.  Ay,  but  the  days  are  waxed  (horter  with  him    ' 
You  muft  confider,  that  a  prcdigal's  courfe 
Is  hke  the  fun's  ;  but  not  like  his,  recoverable* 
I  fear, 

^Tis  deepeft  winter  in  lord  Timon's  purfe  ; 
That  is,  one  may  reach  deep  enough,  and  yet 
Find  little. 

Phi,  I  am  of  your  fear  for  that. 
Tit.  1*11  lliew  you  how  to  obferve  a  flrange  event. 
Your  lord  fends  now  for  money. 
Hor.  Moft  true,  he  does. 
Tit.  And  he  weirs  jewels  now  of  Timon*s  gift, 
For  which  I  wait  for  money. 
Hor,  It  is  againft  my  heart. 
Luc.  Mark,   how  ftrange  it  fiiows, 
Timon  in  this  fliould  pny  more  than  he  owes  : 
And  e'en  as  if  your  lord  jfliould  wear  rich  jewels. 
And  fend  for   money  for  'em. 

Har»  I  am  weary  of  this   charge,    the  gods  can  wit- 
nefs: 
I  know,  my  lord -hath  fpent  of  Timon's  wealth, 
And  now  ingratitude  makes  it  \yorfe  than  flealrh. 

Far.    Yes,   mine's   three   thoufand  crowns :    What's 

yours  ? 
Luc.  Five  thoufand  mine. 

Far,    'Tis  very   deep :   and  it  (hould  feem    by    the 
fum, 
Your  mafter's  confidence  was  above  mine; 
Elfe,  furely,   his  had  equall'd. 

Enter  Flaminius, 
Tit,  One  of  lord  Timon's  meo. 


^uc* 
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Luc.  f  lamlnlus !   fir,  a  word  :   Pray  is  my  lord 
Ready  to  come  forth  ? 

Flmn,  No,  indeed,  he  is  not. 

Tit.  We  attend  his  lordHiip;     pray,    fignify  fo  much. 

Flam.  I  need  not   tell  him  that ;   he  knows  your   arc 
too  diligent.  lExit  Flaminius. 

Enter  Flavius,  in  a  Cloaks  7nujfled. 

Luc.  Ha !  is  not  that  his  fleward  muffled  fo  I 

He  goes  away  in  a  cloud  :    call  him,  call  him. 
Tit.  Do  you  hear,   fir  ? 

Var.  By  your  leave,  lir,-^ 

Flav*  What  do  you  afk  of  me,  my  friend  \ 
Tit,  We  wait  for  certain  money  here,   fir. 
Flav.   Ay,    if  money   were  as  certain  as  your    wait- 
ing, 

*Twere  fare  enough. 

Why  then  perferr'd  you  not  your  fums  and  bills, 

W^hen  your  falfe  maliers  eat  of  my  lord's  meat  ? 

Then  they  would  fmile,  and  fawn  upon  his  debts. 

And  take  down  the  iutereft  in  their  gluttonous  maws ; 

You  do  yourfelves  but  wrong,  to  ilir  me  up  ; 

Let  me  pafs  quietly  : 

Believ't,  my  lord  and  I  have  made  an  end  ; 

I  have  no  more  to  reckon,   he  to  fpend. 
Luc.  Ay,  but  this  anfwer  will  not  ferve. 
Flav.  If  'twill  not  ferve,  'tis  not  fo  bafe  as  you  ; 

For  you  ferve  knaves.  rExit, 

Var.  How  1  what  does  his  caQiler'd  worlhip  mutter  ? 
Tz>.  No  matter  what;    he's  poor, 

And  that's  revenge  enough.     Who  can  fpeak  broader 

Than  he  that  has  no  houfe  to  put  his  head  in  I 

Such  may  rail  'gainft  great  buildings. 

Efjter  Servilius. 

Tit.  O,  here's  Servilius  ?  now  we  (hall  know 
Some  anfwer. 

Serv.  If  I  might  befeech  you,    gentlemen. 
To  repair  fome  other  hour,    1  fliould 
Derive  much  from  it  :    for,   take  it  on  my  foul, 
My  lord  kans  wondrouUy  to  difcontent : 

Kis 
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His  comfortable  temper  has  forfook  him  ; 

He  is  much  out  of  health,  and  keeps  his  chamber. 

Luc»  Many  do  keep  their  chambers,  are  not  lick  : 
And,  if  he  be  fo  far  beyond  his  health, 
Methinks,   he  ihould  the  fooner  pay  his  debts, 
And  make  a  clear  way  to  the  gods. 

Ser,  Good  gods  ! 

Tit.  We  cannot  take  this  for  anfwer,  fir. 
Flam.  [  Within^  3    Servilius,    help  !  — my   lord  !     my 
lord! 

Enter  Timon,  in  a  Rage, 

Tim,  What,  are  my  doors  oppos'd  againfl  my  pafTage  ? 
Have  I  been  ever  free,  and  mufl  my  houfe 
Be  my  retentive  enemy,    my  jail  ? 
The  place,   which  I  havefealted,    does  it  now. 
Like  all  mankind,   fliew  me  an  iron  heart  ? 

Luc.  Put  in  now,  Titus. 

Tit,  My  lord,  here  is  my  bill. 

Luc,  Here's  mine. 

Var.  And  mine,  my  lord. 

Cat>h,  And  ours,  my  lord. 

Vhi.  All  our  bills. 

Tim.  Knock  me  down  with  *em,  cleave  me  to  the 
girdle. 

Luc.  Alas !  my  lord,— 

Tim.  Cut  my  heart  In  fums. 

Tit.  Mine,   fifty  talents, 

Tim.  Tell  out  my  blood. 

Luc.  Five  thoufand  crowns,  my  lord. 

Tim,  Five  thoufand  drops  pays  that. — ' 
What   yours  ?  and  yours  I 

I  Var.  My  lord, — 

1  Var.  My  lord, 

Tim,  Tear  me,   take  me,  and  the  gods  fall  upon  you  ! 

Hor.  'Faith,  I  perceive,  our  maflers  may  throw  their 
caps  at  their  money  ;  thefc  debts  may  be  wellcali'd  ^tU 
pcrate  ones,  for  a  madman  owes  *em. 

\_E>:eunt. 

C  2  Re-  entet 
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Re-enter  TiMON,   and  Flavius. 

Ttm.  They  have  e'en   put  my  breath  from  me,    the 
flaves  : 
Creditors  ! — devils. 

Flav,  My  dear  lord, — 

Tim.  What  if  it  fhould  be  fo  \ 

Flav.  My  lord, — 

Tim,  I'll  have  it  fo  : — -My  fleward  ! 

Flav,  Here,    my  lord. 

Tim,  So  fitly  I — Go,  bid  all  my  friends  again, 
Lucius,  Luculliis,  and  Sempronius,   all  ; 
V\\  once  morefeaft  the  rafcals. 

Flav.  O  my  lord, 
You  only  fpeak  from  your  diftrafled  foul ; 
There  is  not  fo  much  left,  to  furnilh  out 
A  moderate  table. 

Tim.  Be  it  not  in  thy  care ;    go, 
I  charge  thee,  invite  them  all  :  let  in  the  tide 
Of  knaves  once  more  j    my  cook  and  I'll  provide. 

[Exeunt, 

r- ■ ■ ■ ' 

S  C  E  N  E    V.     The  Senate- Hoiife. 

Senators,   and  Alcibiades. 

1  Sen.  My  lord,   you  have  my  voice   to't ;   the  fault*s 

bloody ; 
'Tis  necefTary  he  fhould  die : 
Nothing  emboldens  lin  fo  much  as  mercy. 

2  Sen.  Moft  true ;  the  law  (hall  bruife  'em. 

^/^.  Honour,  health,   and  compaflion  to  the  fenate  ! 

I  Sen.  Now,   captain  ? 

Ale.  I  am  an  humble  fuitor  to  your  virtues  j 

For  pity  is  the  virtue  of  the  law. 

And  none  but  tyrants  ufeit  cruelly. 

It  pleafes  time,  and  fortune,  to  lie  heavy 

Upon  a  friend  of  mine,   who,   in  hot  blood. 

Hath  ftept  into  the  law,   which  is  pafl:  depth 

To  thofe  that,   without  heed,  do  plunge  into- it. 

IIq  is  a  man,  fetting  his  fate  afide, 
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of  comdy  virtues : 

Nor  did  he  foil  the  fa£l  with  cowardice 

(An  honour  in  him,  which  buys  out  his  fault); 

But,  with  a  noble  fury,   and  fair  fpirit. 

Seeing  his  reputation  touch'd  to  death. 

He  did  oppofe  his  foe  : 

And  with  fuch  fober  and  unnoted  paffion 

He  did  behave  his  anger,   ere  'twas  fpenr. 

As  if  he  had  but  prov'd  an  argument. 

I  Sen,  You  undergo  too  ftri6l  a  paradox. 
Striving  to  make  an  ugly  deed  look  fair  : 
Your  words  have  took  fuch  pains,  as  if  they  labour'd 
To  bring  man-flaughter  into  form^  and  fet  quarrelling 
Upon  the  head  of  valour  ;  which,  indeed. 
Is  valour  milbegot,  and  came  into  the  world 
WheD  feels  and  factions  were  newly  born  : 
He's  truly  valiant,    that  can  wifely  fuiFer 
The  worfl  that  man  can  breathe,    and  make  his  wrongs 
His  outfides ;   to  wear  them  like  his  raiment,  carele/Hy  - 
And  ne'er  prefer  his  injuries  to  his  heart. 
To  bring  it  into  danger. 
If  wrongs  be  evils,  and  enforce  us  kill. 
What  folly  'tis  to  hazard  life  for  ilj  ? 

Jlc.  My  lord,— 

I  Sen.  You  cannot  make  grofs  fins  look  ckar- 
To  revenge  is  no  valour,  but  to  bear. 

Jlc,  My  lords,  then,  under  favour,  pardon  me. 
If  I  fpeak  like  a  captain.— 
Why  do  fond  men  expofe  themfelves  to  battle^ 
And  not  endure  all  threats ;   fleep  upon  it. 
And  let  the  foes  quietly  cut  their  throats. 
Without  repugnancy  ^    If  there  be 
Such  valour  in  the  bearing,    what  make  we 
Abroad  ?   why  then,   women  are  more  valiant, 
That  ftay  at  home,  if  bearing  carry  it ; 
The  afs,  more  captain  than  the  lion  ;  and  the  fellow, 
Leaden  with  irons,  wifer  than  the  judge. 
If  wifdom  be  in  fufFering.     O  my  lords. 
As  you  are  great,    be  pitifully  good  : 
Who  cannot  condemn  rafhnefs  in  cold  blood  ? 

C  3  To 
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To  kill,    I  granf,  is  fin's  extremefl  gull; 
But,   in  defence,   by  mercy,   'tis  raol\  jufl-. 
To  be  in  anger,   is  impiety  ; 
But  who  is  man,    that  is  not  angry  ? 
Weigh  but  the  crime  with  this. 

2  Sen.  You  breathe  in  vain. 

.^Ic.  In  vain  ?  his  fervice  done 
At  Lacedsmon,  and  Byzantium, 
Were  a  fufficient  briber  for  his  life.  ' 

1  Sen.  What's  that  ? 

JIc.  \\  hy,  1  fay,  my  lords,   he  has  done  fair  fervice. 
And  flain  in  tight  many  of  your  enemies  : 
How  full  of  valour  did  he  bear  himfelf 
In  the  lafl:  confl'cr,  and  made  plenteous  wounds  ? 

2  Se:?i.  He  has  made  too  much  plenty  with  *em  ;  he 
Is  a  fworn  rioter  :  he  has  a  11  n 

That  often  drowns  him,   and  takes  his  valour  prifoner  ; 

If  there  were  no  foes,  that  were  enough 

To  overcome  him :    in  that  beailiy  fury 

He  has  been  known  to  commit  outrages. 

And  cherith  fasflions  :   'Tis  inferr'd  to  us. 

His  days  are  foul,  and  his  drink  dangerous. 

I  Se?7,  He  dies. 

JL\  Hard  fate  !   he  might  have  died  in  war. 
My  lords,  if  not  for  any  parts  in  him 
(Though  his  right  arm  might  purchafe  his  own  time, 
And  be  in  debt  to  none),  yet  more  to  move  you, 
Take  my  deferts  to  his,  and  join  'em  both  : 
And,  for  I  know,   your  reverend  ages  love 
Security  ril  pawn  my  vicbories,    all 
My  honours  to  you,  upon  his  good  returns. 
If  by  this  crime  he  owes  the  law  his  life. 
Why,  let  the  war  receive  t  in  valiant  gore ; 
For  law  is  ftricr,    and  war  is  nothing  more. 

1  Sen,  We  are  for  lav/,    he  dies  ;    urge  it  no  more, 
On  height  of  our  difpieafure  :   Friend,    or  brother, 
He  forfeits  his  own  blood,   that  fpiils  another. 

Ale.  Muft  it  be  fo  ?  it  muft  not  be.     My  lords, 
I  do  befeech  you,   know  me. 

2  Sen,  How  ? 

/^Ic,  Call  me  to  your  remembrances. 

2  Sifi^ 
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3  ;?^;z.  What  ? 

Jlc.  1  cannot  think,   but  your  age  has  forgot  me- 
lt could  not  elfe  be,  1  (hculd  prove  fo  bafe. 
To  Tue,  and  bedeny'd  fuch  comn:ion  grace  : 
My  woynds  ake  at  you. 

I  Sen.  Do  you  dare  our  anger  ? 
'Tis  in  few  words,    but  fpacious  in  tEtCi  ; 
We  banifn  thee  for  ever. 

Jlc.  Banifh  nne  ? 
Eanifh  your  dotage  ;    banifh  ufury. 
That  makes  the  lenate  ugly. 

I  Sen,  If,  after  two  days'  fhine,  Athens    contain  thee. 
Attend  our  weightier  judgment. 
And,  not  to  fweil  our  fpirit. 

He  fhall  be  executed  prefently.  [^Exeunt  Senati, 

Ale.  Now  the  gods  keep  you  eld  enough ;  that  you  may 
live 
Only  ia  bone,    that  none  may  look  on  you  I 
I  am  worfe  than  mad  :  I  have  kept  back  their  foes 
While  they  have  told  their  money,  and  ]ct  out 
Their  coin  upon  large  intereit  ;    I  rF,y{cif, 
Kich  only  in  large  hurts. — All  thofe,  for  this  ? 
Is  this  thebalfam,    that  the  ufuring  fenate 
Pours  into  captains'  wounds  \   Ha  !    banifhment  ? 
It  comes  not  ill  j  I  hate  not  to  be  baniih'd  ; 
It  is  a  caufe  worthy  my  fpleen  and  fury, 
That  I  may  firike  at  Athens.     I'll  cheer  ud 
My  difcontented  troops,   and  lay  for  hearts, 
'lis  honour,   withmoii  laads  to  be  ?t  odds; 
Soldiers  as  little  fhouid  brook  wrongs,   as  gods. 


SCENE    VI.     TiMON's  Ho'ufe. 
Enter  divers  Senators   at  fever al  D:ars, 

1  Sen.  The  good  time  of  day  to  you,  Sir, 

2  Sen.  I  alfo  wifli  it  to  you.  I  thick,  th's  honourable 
jord  did  but  try  us  this  other  day. 

C  4  I  Sen^ 
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1  Sen,  Upon  that  were  my  thoughts  tiring,  when  we 
encounter 'd  ;  I  hope,  it  i?  not  (o  1  \v  wich  him,  as  he  made 
it  fecm  in  the  trial  of  his  leveral  fiiends. 

2  Sen.  It  (liQuld  not  be,    by  the   perfuafion  of  his  new 

feafting. 

1  Sen.  I  fliould  think  fo  :  he  hath  fent  me  an  earnePt 
inviting,  which  many  my  near  occafions  did  urge  me  to  put 
off:  but  he  hath  conjur'd  me  beyond  them,  and  I  mull 
need?  appear. 

2  Sen.  !n  like  manner  I  was  in  debt  to  my  importu- 
nate bufinefs,  but  he  would  not  hear  my  excufe.  I 
am  forry,  when  he  fent  to  borrow  of  mc,  that  my  provi- 
fionwasout. 

1  Sen.  1  am  Tick  of  that  grief  too,  as  I  underfland  how 
all  things  go. 

2  Sen.  Every  man  here's  {o.  "What  would  he  have 
borrow'd  of  you  ? 

I  Sen.  A  thoufand  pieces. 
Q.  Sen.  A  thoufand  pieces  1 
i  Sen  What  of  you  ? 
*3  Sen.  He  fent  to  me,  fir,--Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Timon,  and  Attendants. 

Tim.  With  all  my  heart,  gentlemen  both:  —And  how 

fare  you  ? 

1  Sen^    Ever  at    the  bell,    hearing  well  of  your  lord- 

fhip.  -  ....     , 

2  Sen.  The  fwallow  follows  not  fummer  more  wilhngly, 

than  weycurlordiliip. 

Tim.  l^fide.  ]  N' or  more  wilhngly  leaves  wmter  ; 
fuchVummer-birds  are  men.— Gentlemen,  our  dinner  will 
rot  rerompence  this  long  flay  :  feaft  your  ears  with  the 
mufick  awhile  ;  if  they  will  fare  fo  harlhly  as  on  the  trum- 
pet's found  :    we  fliall  to'it  prefently, 

1  Sin.  I  hope,  it  remains  not  unkmdly  with  your  lord- 
fhip,    that  I  return'd  you  an  empty  melTenger. 

Tifn.  O,   fir,   let  it  not  trouble  you. 

2  Sen.  My  noble  lord, — 

Tifn.  Ah  !  my  good  friend  1  what  cheer  ? 

\The  Banquet  brought  in.. 

2  Sen* 
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2  S^en.  My  moll  honourable  lord,  I  am  e'en  fick  of 
fhamc,  that,  when  your  lordOiip  this  other  day  fent  lo  me  5 
J  was  fo  unfortunate  a  beggar. 

Tim,     Think  not  on't,  lir. 

2  Sen,  U  you  had  fenr  but  two  hours  before, — -, 

Tim.  Let  it  not  cumber  your  better  remembrance. 
Come,  bring  in  all  together* 

2  Sen.   All  cover 'd  difhes — - 

I   S  n.  Roy  d  cheer,  I  warrant  you. 

Q^  Sen.  Doubt    not  that,  if  money,  and  the  feafon  can 
yield  it. 

I  Sen.  How  do  you  ?   what's  the  news  ^ 

Q  Sen,  Alcibiades  is  banilh'd  :  hear  you  of  it? 

Both'  Alcibiades  banifhd  ! 

^Sen,  *Tis  fo,   he  fu re  of  it. 

1  Sen.  How  i  how  ? 

2  Sen,  I  pray  you,  upon  what  ? 

Tim.  Tvjy  worthy  friends,    will  you  draw  near  ? 
0^  Sen.   ril  tell  you  more  anon.      Here's  a  noble  fe.^fi 
toward. 

2  Sen.  This  is  the  old  man  fllll. 

3  Sen.  Will't  hold  .?    will't  hold  ? 

2  Sen.  It  does  :   but  time  will — and  {o--' 

2,  Sen.  I  do  conceive. 

Tim.  Each  man  to  his  flool,  v/ith  that  fpur  as  he 
would  to  the  lip  of  his  miftrefs  :  your  diet  {ha'i  be  in  all 
places  alike.  Make  not  a  city  feaft  of  it,  to  let  the  meat 
cool  ere  we  can  agree  upon  the  firfi:  place  :  Sit,  fit.  The 
gods  require  our  thanks. 

Ton  great  benefaSfors,  fprlnkle  our  foci  ety  with  thankful- 
7tefs»  For  your  own  gifts ^  make yourf elves  prais'd  :  but  re- 
fervefiill  to  give,  lejl  your  deities  be  dejpifed.  Lend  to  each 
tnan  enough,  that  o'ne  need  net  lend  to  another  .'  for^  were 
your  godheads  io  borrow  of  men ^  men  would  forfake  the  gods. 
Make  the  meat  be  beloved,  more  than  the  man  that  gives  it. 
Let  no  affembly  of  twenty  be  without  a  f core  of  villains  :  If 
there  fit  twelve  women  at  the  table  ^  let  a  dozen  of  them  be  as 
they  are. — The  reft  of  your  fees  ^  O  gods, — the  jenators  of 
4th  ens  ^  together  with  the  common  lag  of  people  ^ — what  is  a- 

mi/s 
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Tn'r/sinthcm^you^oas,   make  fuitahle  for  deft ruSllon.      For 
thcjs my  prejent friends , — as  they  are  tome  nothing,  fo  In  no- 
thing blefs  them^  and  to  noihi-ng  are  theywekofne. 
Uncover,    dogs,  and  lap. 

[The  dijJies  uncovered  are  full  of  warm  water. 

Some  fbeali.    What  does  his  lordlhlp  mean  \ 

Some  other.  I  know  not. 

Tim.  May  you  a  better  feafl  never  behold, 
You  knot  of   raouth-trlends  1    fmoke,    and     Iuke-v;arin 

water 
Is  your  perfeclion.     This  is  Timon's  lafl: ; 
Who  llruck  and  fpangled  you  with  flatteries, 
Wafaes  it  oli,  and  fprinkles  in  your  faces 

[Throwing  Water  in  their  Faces, 
Your  reeking  villainy.     Live  loath'd,    and  long, 
Ivloft  fmiliing,  fmooth,  deteded  parafites, 
Courteous  deftroyers,  affable  wolves,   meek  bears. 
You  fools  of  fortune,  trencher-friends,  time's  flies. 
Cap  and  knee  flaves,   vapours,  and  minute  jacks ! 
Of  man,   and  bead,  the  infinite  malady 
Cruft  you  quite  o'er  ! — What,  doif  thou  go  ? 
Soft     take  thy  phyfick  firft, — thou  too,— and  thou  ; 

[Tijrows  the  Dijhes  at  them. 
Stay,  I  will  lend  thee  mone}^    borrow  none.— 
What,  all  in  motion  ?    Henceforth  be  no  feafl-, 
Whereat  a  villain's  not  a  welcome  gucff. 
Burn,  houfe  ;   fmk,   Athens !   henceforth  hated  be 
Of  Timon,  man,  and  all  humanity  ?  ^        [Exit, 

Re-enter  the  Senators. 

1  5^7^.   How  novv',    my  lords  ? 

2  Sen.  Know  you  the  quality  of  lord  Timon's  fury  ? 
'^Sen.    Pidil   did    you  fee  my  cap  f 

4  Sen.  I  have  loft  my  gown. 

1  Sen.  He's  but  a  mad  lord,  and  nought  but  humour 
Avavs  him.  He  gave  me  a  jewel  the  other  day,  and  now 
he  has  beat  it  out  of  my  hat :— Did  you  fee  my  jewel  ?      . 

2  Se7u  Did  you  fee  my  cap  ? 

3  S^n.  Here  'tis. 

4iSe7?.  Heieliesmygown. 

I  Sen,  Let's  make  no  flay. 

2  ben. 
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2  Sen.  Lord  Timon's  mad. 

3  Sen.  ]   feel't  upon  my  bones. 

4  Sen.  One  day  he  gives  us  diamonds,  next  day  flonc5. 

l^Exeuiit, 
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ACT    IV. 

SCENE     I.     Without  the  zualls  of  Athens, 

Enter  TiMoa, 

^imon* 
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lET  me  look  back  upon  thee,  O  thou  wall. 
That  girdleft  in  thofe  wolves  !   Dive  in  the  earth. 
And  fence  not  Athens!  Matrons,  turn  incontinent; 
Obedience  fail  in  children  !   flaves,  and  fools, 
Pluck  the  grave  wriijkled  fenate  from  the  bench, 
And  minilter  in  their  fleads !   to  general  filths 
Convert  o'the  inftant,  green  virginity  ! 
Do't  in  your  parents'  eyes  !   bankrupts,    hold/afr  ; 
Rather  than  render  back,    out  with  your  knives, 
And  cut  your  trailers'  throats  !   bound  fervants,  (leel; 
Large-handed  robbers  your  grave  mailers  are. 
And  pill  by  law  !  mai(5,   to  thy  maf}:er's  bed. 
Thy  miftrefs  is  o'the  brothel  !   fon  of  iixteen, 
Pluck  the  lin'd  crutch  from  thy  old  limping  fire. 
With  it  beat  out  his  brains!    piety,   and  fear, 
-Religion  to  the  gods,  peace,  juilice,  truth, 
Domeftick  awe,  night-reft,  and  neighbourhood, 
Inftruftion,  manners,  myfleries,    and  trades, 
Degrees,  cbfervances,  culloms,  and  laws. 
Decline  to  your  confounding  contraries. 
And  yet  confufion  live! — Plagues,  incident  to  men. 
Your  potent  and  infe6lious  fevers  heap 
On  Athens,  ripe  for  ftroke  !    thou  cold  fciatlca, 
Cripple  our  fenators,  that  their  limbs  may  halt 
As  lamely  as  their  manners  !  lull  and  liberty 
Creep  in  the  minds  and  marrov/s  of  our  youth; 
1  hat  'gainft  the  Aream  of  virtue  they  may  Ilrive, 

And 
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And  drown  themfelves  in  riot !  itches,  blains, 

Sow  all  the  Athenian  bofoms ;  and  their  crop 

Be  general  kprofy  !  breath  infe^l  breath  ;, 

That  their  fociety,  as  their  fnsndfliip,  may 

Be  merely  poifon  !  Nothing  I'll  bear  from  thee, 

But  naked nefs,  thou  deteftabie  town  ! 

Take  thou  that  too,  with  multiplying  banns  ! 

Timon  will  to  the  woods ;  where  he  fliall  find 

The  unkindefl  bead  more  kinder  than  mankind. 

The  gods  confound  (hear  me,  you  good  gods  all) 

The  Athenians  both  within  and  out  that  wall  I 

And  grant,  as  7  imon  grows,  his  hate  may  grow 

To  the  -whole  race  of  mankind,  high,  and  low  ! 

Amen.  L^^'^' 


SCENE     II,      TixMON's  Hotife. 
Enter  Flavius,  with  two  or  three  Servants. 

1  Serv.  Hear  you,  mafter  lie  ward,  where  is  our  mailer? 
Are  we  undone  ?  caft  ofF?  nothing  remaining  ? 

Flav.  Alack^  my  fellows,  what  fliould  I  fay  to  yon  ? 
Let  me  be  recorded  by  the  righteous  gods, 
I  am  as  poor  as  you, 

1  Serv»  Such  a  houfe  broke  ! 

So  noble  a  mafler  fallen  !  All  gone  !  and  not 
One  friend,  to  take  his  fortune  by  the  arm. 
And  go  along  with  him  i 

2  Sej'v.  As  we  do  turn  our  backs 

From  cur  companion,  thrown  into  his  grave, 

So  his  familiars  from  bis  buried  fortunes 

Slink  all  away  ;  leave  their  falfe  vows  with  him 

Like  empty  purfes  pick'd  :  and  his  poor  felf, 

A  dedicated  beggar  to  the  air. 

With  his  difeafe  of  ail  fhunn'd  poverty. 

Walks,  like  contempt,  alone.— More  of  our  fellows. 

Enter  other  Servants. 

Flav.  All  broken  implements  of  a  ruin'd  houfe. 

2^.Serv* 
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3  Ser'V.  Yet  do  our  hearts  wear  Timon's  livery, 
That  fee  I  by  our  faces  ;  we  are  fellows  fill], 
Serving  alike  in  forrow  :  Leak'd  is  our  bark  ; 
And  we,  poor  mates,  ilaad  on  the  dying  deck. 
Hearing  the  furges  threat :  \ye  muft  all  part 
Into  this  fea  of  air. 

FIav»  Good  fellows  all, 
The  lateft  of  my  wealth  I'll  fhare  amongft  you. 
Wherever  we,  (hall  meet,  for  Timon's  (like, 
Let's  yet  be  fellows ;  let's  fliake  oar  heads,  and  fay. 
As  'twere  a  knell  unto  our  mailer's  fortunes, 
IFe  have  feen  better  days.     Let  each  take  fome  ; 

[  Giving  them  money. 
Nay,  put  out  all  ycur  hands.     Not  one  word  more  : 
Thus  part  we  rich  in  forrov/,  parting  poor. 

^  {Exeunt  Servants* 
O,  the  fierce  wretchednefs  that  glory  brings  us  ! 
Who  would  not  wifti  to  be  fron:i  wealth  exempt, 
Since  riches  point  to  mifery  and  contempt  f 
Who'd  be  fo  mock'd  with  glory  ?   or  to  live 
But  in  a  dream  of  friendfhip  ? 
To  have  bis  pomp,  and  all  what  (late  compounds. 
But  only  painted,  like  his  varnifli'd  friends  ? 
Poor  honefl  lord,  brought  low  by  his  own  heart  5 
Undone  by  goodnefs  !    Str^fnge,-  unufual  blood. 
When  man's  worfl  fin  is,  he  does  too  much  good  ! 
Who  then  dares  to  be  half  fo  kind  again  ? 
For  bounty,  that  makes  gods,  does  ftill  mar  men. 
My  deareil:  lord, — blefl,  to  be  moft  accurs'd, 

Rich,  only  to  be  wretched  ;■ thy  great  fortunes 

Are  made  thy  chief  aiHidiions.     Alas,  kind  lord  ! 

He's  flung  in  rage  from  this  ungrateful  feat 

Of  monftrous  friends  :  nor  has  he  with  him  to 

Supply  his  life,  or  that  which  can  command  it. 

ril  follow,  and  inquire  him  out : 

Pil  ever  ferve  his  mind  with  my  befl  will ; 

Whilil  I  have  gold,  Fii  be  his  ileward.ilili.  lEx!t, 
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SCENE  III.     The  Woods, 
Enter  timon. 

Tifn.  O  blefTed  breeding  fun,  draw  from  the  earth 
Rotten  humidity ;  below  thy  fifter's  orb 
Infedt  the  air  !   Twinn'd  brothers  of  one  womb, — 
Whofe  procreation,  refidence,  and  birth. 
Scarce  is  dividant, — touch  them  wirh  feveral  fortunes  ; 
The  greater  fcorns  the  lefTer  :  Not  nature, 
To  whom  all  fores  lay  i^ege,  can  bear  great  fortune. 
But  by  contempt  of  nature, 
Ivaife  n^  this  beggar,  and  denude  that  lord  ; 
The  fenator  fnall  bear  contempt  hereditary. 
The  beggar  nauive  honour. 
It  is  the  paftor  Jards  the  brother's  fides. 
The  want  that  makes  him  leave.     Who  dares,  who  dares. 
In  purity  of  manhood  Hand  upright, 
And  fiy,  This  mans  a  flatterer  P  if  one  be, 
So  are  they  all  ;  for  every  grize  of  fortune 
Is  fmooth'd  by  that  belovv- :  the  learned  pate 
Ducks  to  the  golden  fool :  All  is  oblique  ; 
There's  nothing  level  in  our  curfed  natures, 
But  direcl  villainy.     Therefore,  be  abhorr'd 
All  fearts,  fccieties,  and  throngs  of  men  I 
His  femblable,  yea,  himfelf,  1  imon  difdains  : 
Dellrudlion  fang  mankind  1 — Earth,  yield  me  roots  ? 

^Digging  the  Earth, 
Who  feeks  for  better  of  thee,  fauce  his  palate 
Wirh  thy  mofl:  operant  poifon  !  What  is  here  ? 
Gold  ?  yellow,  glittering,  precious  gold  ?  No,  gods, 
I  am  no  idle  votarift  :  Roots,  you  clear  heavens  '. 
Thus  much  of  this,  will  make  black,  white  ;  foul,  fair  ; 
Wrong,  right  ;  bafe,  noble  ;  old,  young  ;  coward,  valiant. 
Ha  !  you  gods  !  why  this  ?    What  this,  you  gods  ?  Whj 

this 
W'ill  lug  your  priefls  and  fervants  from  your  fides ; 
Pluck  (tout  men's  pillows  from  below  their  heads : 
This  yellow  flave 

Win 
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Will  knit  and  break  religions ;  blefs  the  accurs'd  ; 

Make  the  hoar  leprofy  ador'd  ;  place  thieves. 

And  give  them  title,  knee,  and  approbation, 

With  fenators  on  the  bench  ;  this  is  it. 

That  makes  the  wappen'd  widow  wed  again  ; 

She,  whom  the  fpital-houfe  and  ulcerous  fores 

"Would  caft  the  gorge  at,  this  embalms  and  fpices 

To  the  April  day  again.     Come,  damned  earth. 

Thou  common  whore  of  mankind,  that  put'fl  odds 

Among  the  rout  of  nations,  I  will  make  thee 

Do  thy  right  nature. — [^March  afar  off.l^ — Ha!  a  drum  ? 

^-Thou'rt  quick. 
But  yet  I'll  bury  thee  :   Thou'lt  go,  flrong  thief, 
When  gouty  keepers  of  thee  cannot  fland  : — 
Nay,  flay  thou  out  for  earnefc.  [Keeping fome  Gold. 

Enter  Alcibiades,  with  Drum  and  Fife,  in  warlike 
manner,  and  Phrynia  and  Tim  and  r  a. 

Jlc,  What  art  thou  there  ?  fpeak. 

Tim.  A  beafl:,  as  thou  art.     The  canker  gnaw  thy 
hea^rt. 
For  (hewing  me  again  the  eyes  of  man  ! 

Ak.  What  is  thy  name  ?  Is  man  16  hateful  to  thee. 
That  art  thyfelf  a  man  ? 

Tim,  I  am  mifanthropos,  and  hate  mankind. 
For  thy  part,  I  do  widi  thou  wert  a  dog, 
That  I  might  love  thee  fomething. 

Jlc.  I  know  thee  well; 
But  in  thy  fortunes  am  unlearn'd  and  flrange. 

Tim,  I  know  thee  too  5    and  more,   than  that  I  know 
thee, 
I  not  defire  to  know.     Follow  thy  drum  ; 
With  man*s  blood  paint  the  ground,  gules,  gules  : 
Religious  canons,  civil  laws  are  cruel ; 
Then  what  (hould  war  be  ?  This  fell  whore  of  thine 
Hath  in  her  more  deftru^lion  than  thy  fword. 
For  all  her  cherubin  look. 

Phr.  Thy  lips  rot  off  I 

Tim.  I   will  not  kifs  thee  ;  then  the  rot  returns 
To  thine  own  lips  again. 
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Jlc,  How  came  the  noble  Timon  to  this  change? 

Tim.   As  the  moon  does,  by  wanting  iight  to  give  s 
Bin  then  renew  I  could  not,  like  the  mcon; 
There  were  no  funs  to  borrow  of. 

Ale,  Noble  Timon, 
What  friendibip  may  I  do  thee  I 

Thn.  None,  but  to 
jMaintain  my  opinion. 

Aic.  What  is  it,  Timon  ? 

Tim.  Promife  me  friend fhip,  but  perform  none  :  If 
Thou  wilt  not  pronvje,  the  gods  plague  thee,  for 
Thoo  art  a  man  \    If  thou  doft  perform,  confound  thecj 
For  thou  art  a  man  ! 

Ale,  I  have  heard  in  fome  fort  of  thy  miferies. 

Thn,  lliou  faw'it  them,  when  I  had  profperity. 

Ale.  \  fee  them  now;  then  was  a  bleffed  time. 

T/;72.   As  thine  is  now,  held  with  a  brace  of  harlots. 

Thnan.  Is  this  the  Athenian  minion,  whom  the  world 
Voic'd  fo  regard  fully  ? 

l^'im.  A.rt  thou  Timandra  ? 

Thnan.  Yes. 

Tun,  Be  a  whore  flill!  they  love  thee  not,  that  life  thee; 
Give  them  difeafes,  leaving  with  thee  their  lull. 
Make  life  of  thy  fait  hours  :    feafon  the  (laves 
For  tubs,  and  baths ;  bring  down  rofe- cheeked  youth 
To  the  tub-fafb,  and  the  diet. 

Timan.   Hang  thee,  monfier  ! 

Ale  Pardon  him,  fweet  Tim.andra  ;  for  his  wits 
Are  drown'd  and  lofl:  in  his  calamities,-^ 
I  have  but  little  gold  of  late,  biave  Timon, 
The  want  whereof  doth  daily  make  revolt 
in  my  penurious  band :  1  have  heard,  and  grlev'd, 
How  curfed  Athens,  mindlefs  of  thy  worth, 
Forgetting  thy  great  deeds,  when  neighbour  flates. 
But  for  thy  fv/ord  and  fortune,  trod  upon  them, — 

Ti'/n.   I  pr'ythee,  beat  thy  drum,  and  get  thee  gone. 

Ale.  I  am  thy^end,  and  pity  thee,  dear  Timon. 

Tim,  How  doft   thou   pity    him,    whom   thou  dofl 
trouble? 
1  had  rather  be  alone. 

Aic. 
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Ak,  Why,  fare  thee  well : 
Here  is  fomc  gold  for  thee. 

Tim,  Keep  it,  I  cannot  eat  It. 

Jlc,  When  I  have  laid  proud  Athens  oa  a  heap,— ' 

Tim.  Warr'ft  thou  'gainft  Athens  I 

Ale,  Ay,  Tinnon,  and  have  caufe. 

Tim.  The  gods  confound  them  all  in  thy  conqueft  ; 
and 
Thee  after,  when  thou  haft  conquer'd  ! 

Ale,  Why  me,  Timon  ?  -. 

Tim.  That,  by  killing  of  villains,  thou  waft  bora 
To  conquer  my  country. 

Put  up  ;hy  gold  ;  Go  on, — here's  gold, — go  on  ; 
Be  as  a  planetary  plague,  when  Jove 
Will  o'er  fon:ie  high-vic'd  city  hang  his  poifon 
In  the  fick  air :  Let  not  thy  fword  fkip  one  : 
Pity  not  honoured  age  for  his  white  beard, 
He  is  an  ufurer  :  Strike  me  the  counterfeit  matron, 
It  is  her  habit  only  that  ishoneft, 
Herfelf's  a  bawd  :  Let  not  the  virgin's  cheek 
Make  foft  thy  trenchant  fword  ;  for  thofe  milk-paps, 
That  through  the  window-bars  bore  at  men's  eyes. 
Are  not  within  the  leaf  of  pity  writ, 
Set  them  down  horrible  traitors  :  (pare  not  the  babe, 
Whofe  dimpled  fmiles  from  fools  exhauft  their  mercy  ; 
Think  it  is  a  baftard,  whom  the  oracle 
Hath  doubtfully  pronounced  thy  throat  ftiall  cut. 
And  mince  in  fans  remorfe :  Swear  againft  objects ; 
Put  armour  on  thine  ears,  and  on  thine  eyes ; 
Whofe  proof,  nor  yells  of  mothers,  maids,  nor  babes, 
Nor  fight  of  priefts  in  holy  veftments  bleeding. 
Shall  pierce  a  jot.     There's  gold  to  pay  thy  foidiers  : 
Make  large  confufion  ;  and,  thy  fury  fpent, 
Confounded  be  thyfelf  !  Speak  not,  be  gone. 

Ale,  Haft  thou  gold  yet  \  I'll  take  the  gold  thou  glv'ft 
me. 
Not  all  thy  counfel, 

Tim,  Doft  thou,  or  doft  thou  not,  heaven's  curfe  upoa 
th€e  ! 

D  Fhr. 
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Ph}\  and  Timan.  Give  us  fome  gold,  good  Timon  :  haft 

thou  more  ? 
T^tm-  Enough  to  make  a  whore  forfwear  her  trade. 
And  to  make  whovts,  a  bawd.     Hold  up,  you  fluts, 
Your  apron?  mouniant :  You  are  not  oathable, — 
Although,  I  know,  you'll  fwear,  terribly  fwear, 
Into  ftrong  (hudders,  and  to  heavenly  agues, 

The  immortal  gods  that  hear  you, fpare  your  oaths, 

I'll  truft  to  your  conditions  :  be  whores  ftill ; 

And  he  whofe  pious  breath  feeks  to  convert  you. 

Be  flrong  in  whore,  allure  him,  burn  him  up ; 

Let  your  clofe  fire  predominate  his  fmoke. 

And  be  no  turn-coats  :     Yet  may  your  pains,  fix  months. 

Be  quite  contrary :  and  thatch  your  poor  thin  roofs 

With  burdens  of  the  dead  ; fome  that  were  hang'd. 

No  matter  : wear  them,  betray  with  them  :  whore 

fVill ; 
Paint  'till  a  horfe  may  mire  upon  your  face, 
A  pox  of  wrinkles  1 

Phr.  and  Timan.  Well,  more  gold  ;-^what  then  ? — 
Believe't,  that  we'll  do  any  thing  for  gold. 

Tim.  Confumptions  fow 
In  hollow  bones  of  man  ;  ftrike  their  (harp  fnins, 
And  mar  men's fpurring.-     Crack  the  lawyer's  voice. 
That  he  may  never  more  falfe  title  plead, 
Nor  found  his  quillets  fhrilly  :  hoar  the  flamen. 
That  fcolds  againfl  the  quality  of  fLt{h, 
And  not  believes  himfelf  :  down   with  the  nofe, 
Down  with  it  flat ;  take  the  bridge  quite  iaway 
Of  him,  that  is' particular  to  forefee, 
Smell-5  from  the  general  weal  :    make  eurl'd-pate  ruffians 

bald  ; 
And  let  the  unfcarr'd  braggarts  of  the  war 
Derive  fome  pain  from  you  :  Plague  all  ; 
That  your  aflivity  may  defeat  and  quell 
The  fource  of  all  ere6lion. — There's  more  gold  : — 
Do  you  damn  others,  and  let  this  damn  you, 
And  ditches  grave  you  all ! 

Phr.  and  Ti?na?i,    More  counfel,  with  more  money, 
bounteous  Timon. 

Tim, 
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flm.  More  whore,  more  mifchief  firfl: ;  I  have  given 
you  earnefl:. 

Jlc.  Strike  up  the  drum  towards  Athens.     Farewel, 
Timon ; 
If  I  thrive  well,  I'll  vifit  thee  again, 

Tim,  If  I  hope  well,  Til  never  fee  thee  more. 

Jlc.  I  never  did  thee  harm. 

Tim.  Yes,  thou  fpok'fl  well  of  me. 

Jlc.  Cairil  thou  that  harm  I 

Tim.  Men  daily  find  it. 
Get  thee  away,  and  take  thy  beagles  with  thee. 

Jlc.  We  but  offend  him. — Strike. 

Drum  beats.     Exeunt  Alcibiades^ 
Phrynia,  and  Timandra. 

Tim,   {^Digging*']  That  nature,  being  fick  of  man's  un- 
kind nefs,   . 

Should  yet  be  hungry  ! Common  mother,  thou 

Whofe  womb  unmeafureable,  and  infinite  bread. 
Teems,  and  feeds  all  ;  whofe  felf-fame  mettle. 
Whereof  thy  proud  child,  arrogant  man,  is  pufr. 
Engenders  the  black  toad,  and  adder  blue, 
The  gilded  newt,  and  eyelefs  venom'd  worm. 
With  all  the  abhorred  births  below  crifp  heaven. 
Whereon  Hyperion's  quickening  fire  doth  fliine  ;        * 
Yield  him,  who  all  thy  human  fons  doth  hate, 
From  forth  thy  plenteous  bofom,  one  poor  root ! 
Enfear  thy  fertile  and  conceptious  womb. 
Let  it  no  more  bring  out  ingrateful  man  ! 
Go  great  with  tigers,  dragons,  wolves,  and  bears ; 
Teem  with  newmonfters,  whom  thy  upward  face 
Hath  to  the  marbled  manfion  all  above 
Never  prefented  ! — O,  a  root, — dear  thanks ! 
Dry  up  thy  marrows,  vines,  and  plough-torn  leas  5 
Whereof  ingrateful  man,  with  liquorifh  draughts. 
And  morfels  unfluous,  greafes  his  pure  mind. 
That  from  it  all  confideration  flips  1 

Enter  Apemantus. 

More  man  ?  Plague  !  plague ! 

D  2  Jpem, 
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Jpi7n.  I  am  direifted  hither  :  Men  report. 
Thou  doft  aftccl  my  manners,  and  doft  ufe  them, 

Tim.  'Tis  then,  becaufe  thou  dofl  not  keep  a  dog 
Whom  I  would  imitate  :  Confumption  catch  thee ! 

^pc?7u  This  is  in  thee  a  nature  but  affe6\ed  ; 
A  poor  unmanly'melancholy,  fprung 
From  change  of  fortune.     Why  this  fpade  ?  this  place  I 
This  flave  like  habit  ?and  thefe  looks  of  care  ? 
Thy  flatterers  yet  wear  filk,  drink  wine,  lie  foft ; 
Hug  their  difeas'd  perfumes,  and  have  forgot 
That  ever  Tirncn  was.     Shame  not  thefe  woodsj 
By  putting  on  the  cunning  of  a  carper. 
Be  thou  a  flatterer  now,  and  feek  to  thrive 
By  that  which  has  undone  thee  :  hinge  thy  knee. 
And  let  his  very  breath,  whom  thou'lt  obferve^ 
Blow  cff  thy  cap  ;  praife  his  moft  vicious  flrain, 
And  call  it  excellent :  Thou  waft  told  thus ; 
Thou  gav'il  thine  ear?,  like  tapfters,  that  bid  welcome^ 
To  knaves,  and  all  approachers  :  'Tis  moft  juft. 
That  thou  turn  rafcal  ;  hadft  thou  wealth  again, 
Rafcals  fliould  have't.     Do  not  alfume  my  likenefs. 

Tim.  Were  1  like  thee,  I'd  throw  away  myfelf. 

Jpem.  Thou  haft  caft  away  thyfelf,  being  like  ihyfelf; 
A  madman  fo  long,  now  a  fool  ;  What,  think'ft 
That  the  bleak  air,  thy  boifterous  chamberlain. 
Will  put  thy  fliirt  on  warm  ?  will  thefe  moift  trees. 
That  have  out-liv'd  the  eagle,  page  thy  heels, 
And  fkip  when  thou  poini'ft  out  ?  will  the  cold  brook, 
Candied  with  ice,  caudle  thy  morning  tafte 
To  cure  thy  o'er-night's  furfeit  ?  Call  the  creatures, — 
Whofe  naked  natures  live  in  ail  the  fpight 
Of  wreakful  heaven  ;  whofe  bare  unhoufed  trunks. 
To  the  conflicting  elements  expos'd, 
Anfwer  mere  natuie. — bid  them  flatter  thee  ; 
O!   thou  fliak  find 

Tim,   A  fool  of  thee  :   Depart. 

Jpem.  I  love  thee  better  now  than  e'er  I  did. 

Tim.  I  hate  thee  worfe. 

y^pem.  Why  ? 

lim.  Thou  flatter  ft  mifery. 
-  Apem* 
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Jpem.  I  flatter  not ;  but  fay,  you  are  a  caitiff*. 

Tim,  Why  doft  thou  feek  mc  out  ? 

j^pem.  To  yex  thee. 

Tim.  Always  a  villain's  office,  or  a  fool's. 
Dofl:  pleafe  thyfelf  ia't  ? 

Jpem,  Ay. 

Tz'/w.  What !  a  knave  too  ? 

Jpem,  If  thou  did'ft  put  this  four  cold  habit  on 
To  cafligate  thy  pride,  'twere  well :  but  thou 
Doft  it  enforcedly  ;  thou'dA  courtier  be  again, 
Wert  thou  not  beggar.     Willing  mifery 
Out-ljves  incertain  pomp,  is  crown'd  before  : 
The  one  is  filling  flill,  never  coniplete  ; 
The  other,  at  high  with  :  But  f^ate,  contentlefs, 
Hath  a  diflrafled  and  moft  wretched  being, 
Worfe  than  the  worft,  content. 
Thou  fhould'ft  defire  to  die,  being  miferable. 

Tim,  Not  by  his  breath,  that  is  more  miferable. 
Thou  art  a  flave,  whom  fortune's  tender  arm 
With  favour  never  clafp*d  ;  but  bred  a  dog, 
Had'fl;  thou,  like  us,  from  our  firft  fwath,  proceeded 
The  fweet  degrees  that  this  brief  world  affords 
To  fuch  as  m;!y  the  paffive  drugs  of  it 
Freely  command,  thou  would'ft  have  plung*d  thyfelf 
In  general  riot ;  melted  down  thy  youth 
In  different  beds  of  luft ;  and  never  learn 'd 
The  icy  precep'sof  refpedl,  butiullow'd 
The  fugar*d  game  before  thee.     But  myfelf, 
Who  had  the  world  as  my  confeffionary  ; 
The  mouths,  the  tongues,  the  eyes,  and  hearts  of  men. 
At  duty,  more  than  I  could  frame  employment 
(That  numberlefs  upon  me  (fuck,  as  leaves 
Do  on  the  oak,  have  with  one  winter's  bruOi 
Fell  from  their   boughs,  and  left  me  open,  bare 
For  every  fform  that  blows)  ;  I  to  bear  this, 
That  never  knew  but  better,  is  fome  burden  : 
Thy  nature  did  commence  in  luiFerance,  time 
Hath  made  thee  hard  in't.    Why  (hould'ft  thou  hate  men  ? 
They  never  flatter'd  thee  ;  what  haft  thou  given  ? 
If  thou  wilt  curfe, — thy  father,  that  poor  rag, 
Muft  be  thy  fubjefl ;  who  in  fpight,  put  ftufT 
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To  fome  (he  beggar,  and  compounded  thee 
Poor  ro.^ue  hereditary.     Hence  !  begone  !— * 
If  thou  hadft  not  been  born  the  worA  of  men, 
Thou  hadft  been  a  knave,  and  flatterer. 

Apem.  Arr  thou  proud  yet  ? 

Tim    Ay,  that  I  am  not  thee. 

Apein^  I,  that  T  was  no  prodigal. 

'Tim    I,  that  lam  one  now  : 
Were  all  the  wealth  I  have,  fhut  up  in  thee, 
I'd  give  thee  leave  to  hang  it.     Get  thee  gone.— 
That  the  whole  life  of  Athens  were  in  this  ! 
Thus  would  I  eat  it.  \_Eating  a  Root» 

Jpem*  Here ;  I  will  mend  thy  feaft. 

[^Offering  him  Jomething^ 

Tim,  Firf^  mend  my  company,  take  away  tbyfelf. 

Apem*  So  I  (hall  mend  my  own,  by  the  lack  of  thine. 

Tim,  'Tis  not  well  mended  fo,  it  is  but  botch'd ; 
If  not,  I  would  it  were. 

Apem,  What  wouldftthou  have  to  Athens  ? 

TVw.  Thte  thither  in  a  whirlwind.     If  thou  wilt, 
Tel)  them  there  I  have  gold  ;  look,  fo  I  have. 
.Apem,  Here  is  no  ufe  for  gold. 

Tim,  The  beft,  and  truefl  : 
For  here  it  fleeps,  and  does  no  hired  harm. 

Apem.   Where  ly'ft  o'nights  Timon  ? 

Tim    Under  that's  above  me. 
Where  feed'ft  thou  o'days,  Apemantus? 

Apein,    Where  my   flomach  finds  meat ;    or,   rather, 
where  I  eat  it. 

Tim.    'Would  poifon  were  obedient,   and  knew   my 
mind  ! 

Apem.  Where  wouldft  thou  fend  it  ? 

Tim.  To  (auce  thy  difhes. 

jipem.  The  middle  of  humanity  thou  never  kneweft,  but 
the  extremity  of  both  ends  :  When  thou  waft  in  thy  gilt, 
and  thy  perfume,  they  mock'd  thee  for  too  much  curioli- 
ty  ;  in  rhy  rags  thou  knowefl:  none,  but  art  deipis'd  for 
the  contrary.     Ther-'s  a  medlar  for  thee,  eat  it. 

Tim,  On  what  I  hare,  1  feed  not. 

Apem.  Doll  hate  a  medlar  I 

Tim, 


TIMON    OF     ATHENS.  55 

Tim.  Ay,  though  it  look  like  thee. 

Jpem,  An  thou  hafl  hated  medlars  fooner,  thou 
fhould'll  have  loved  thyfelf  better  now.  What  man  didft 
thou  ever  know  unthrift,  that  was  belov'd  after  his  means? 

I'm.  Who,  without  thofs  means  thou  talk'lt  of,  dldft 
thou  ever  know  belov'd  ? 

Jpem,  Myfelf. 

Tim.  I  underfland  thee  -,  thou  had'fl  fome  means  to  keep 
a  dog. 

Jpem,  What  things  in  the  world  canft  thou  nearefl  com-/ 
pare  to  thy  flatterers  f 

Tim.  Women,  nearefl ;  but  men,  men  are  the  things 
themfelves.  What  would'ft  thou  do  with  the  world, 
Apemantus,  if  it  lay  in  thy  power  ? 

Apem,  Give  it  the  bealls,  to  be  rid  of  the  men. 

Tim.  Wouldft  thou  have  thyfelf  fall  in  the  confufion 
of  men,  and  remain  a  beaft  with  the  bcalls  ? 

Apem.  Ay,  Timon- 

Tim.  A  beaftly  ambitioDj  which  the  gods  grant  thee  t9 
attain  to  !  If  thou  wert  the  lion,  the  fox  would  beguile  thee : 
if  thou  wert  the  lamb,  the  fox  would  eat  thee  :  if  thou, 
wert  the  fox,  the  lion  would  fufpe(5f  thee,  when,  perad- 
venture,  thou  wert  accus'd  by  the  afs  :  if  thou  wert 
the  afs,  thy  dulnefs  would  torment  thee  ;  and  ftiil  thou 
liv'dft  but  as  a  breakfafi:  to  the  wolf  :  if  thou  wert  the 
wolf,  thy  greedinefs  would  affli6t  thee,  and  oft  thou 
fliould'fl:  hazard  thy  life  for  thy  dinner  :  w^rt  thou  the  uni- 
corn, pride  and  wrath  would  confound  thee,  and  make 
thine  ownfelf  the  conqueft  of  thy  fury:  w^rt  thou  a  bear, 
thou  wouldft  be  kill'd  by  the  horfe  ;  wert  thou  a  horfe, 
thou  wouldft  be  feiz*d  by  the  leopard  ;  wert  thou  a  leo* 
pard,  thou  wert  german  to  the  lion,  and  the  fpots  of  thy 
kindred  werejurors  on  thy  life  ;  all  thy  fafety  were  remo- 
tion  ;  and  thy  defence,  abfence.  What  beaft  couldft  thou 
be,  that  were  not  fubjeft  to  a  bcaft  ?  and  what  a 
bead  art  thou  already,  and  feeft  not  thy  lofs  in  transfor- 
mation \ 

Apem,  If  thou  couldft  pleafe  me  with  fpeaking  to  me, 

D  4  thou 
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thou  might'fl:  have  hit  upon  it  here  ;  The  commonwealth 
of  Athens  is  become  a  forefl:  of  hearts. 

Tim.  Hdw  has  the  afs  broke  the  wall,  that  thou  art  out 
of  the  city  ? 

Jpe?n*  Yonder  comes  a  poet,  and  a  painter.  The 
plague  of  company  light  upon  thee  !  I  will  fear  to  catch  it, 
and  give  way :  When  I  know  not  what  elfe  to  do,  I'll  fee 
thee  again. 

Tim.  When  there  is  nothing  living  but  thee,  thou  fhalt 
be  welcome.  I  had  rather  be  a  beggar's  dog,  than  Ape- 
mantus. 

Jpem.  Thou  art  the  cap  of  all  the  fools  alive. 

Tim.  'Would  thou  wert  clean  enough  to  fpit  upon.  A 
plague  on  thee  i 

Apem,  Thou  ait  too  bad  to  curfe  I 

^tm.  Ail  villains,  that  do  ftand  by  thee,  are  pure. 

Jlpem,  There  is  no  leprofy,  but  what  thou  fpeak'fl:, 

Tiw.  Ifl  name  thee. — 
I'll  beat  thee, —  but  I  fhould  infedl:  my  hands. 

Atem,  I  would  my  tongue  could  rot  them  oiF ! 

Tim    Away,  thou  ifTue  of  a  mangy  dog  ! 
Choler  does  kill  me,  that  thou  art  alive  ; 
I  fwoon  to  fee  thee. 

A^em.  'Would  thou  wouldft  burft  ! 

Tim^  Away. 
Tbou  tedious  rogue  1  I  am  forry,  I  (hall  lofe 
A  ftone  by  thee. 

Apem,  Beaft  ! 

Tim,  Slave  I 

Apem,  Toad  ! 

Tim*  Rogue,  rogue,  rogue  \ 

[Apemantus  retreats  backward^  as  going, 
I  am  Tick  of  this  falfe  worid  ;  and  will  love  nought 
But  even  the  mere  neceffities  upon  it. 
Then,  Timon,  prefently  prepare  thy  grave ; 
Lie  where  the  light  foam  of  the  fe^  may  beat 
Thy  grave-ftone  daily :  make  thine  epitaph. 
That  death  in  me  at  others'  lives  may  laugh. 
O  thou  fweet  king -killer,  and  dear  divorce 

[^Looking  on  the  Gold* 
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'Twixt  natural  fon  and  fire  !  thou  bright  defiler 

Of  Hymen's  pureft  bed  !  thou  valiant  Mars ! 

Thou  €ver  young,  frefh,  lov'd,  and  delicate  wooer, 

Whofe  blufhdoth  thaw  the  conrecrated  fnow 

That  lies  on  Dian's  lap  !  thou  vifible  god, 

That  folder'ft  clofe  impoffibiHties, 

And  mak'A  them  kns  1  rhat  fpeak'fl:  with  every  tongue. 

To  every  purpofe  1  O  thou  touch  of  hearts  ! 

Think,  thy  flave  man  rebels  ;  and  by  thy  virtue 

Set  them  into  confounding  odds,  that  beafts 

May  have  the  world  in  empire  ! 

Jpem,  'Would  'twere  fo  ;— ^ 
But  not  'till  I  am  dead  1 —  I'll  fay,  thou  haft  gold  : 
Thou  ^vilt  be  throng'd  to  (hortly. 

Tim,  Throng'd  to  ? 

Jpem*  Ay. 

Tim,  Thy  back,  I  pr'ythee. 

Jpem.  Live,  and  love  thy  mifery ! 

Tim.  Long  live  fo,  and  fo  die  !-— I  am  quit. 

[Exit  Apemantus. 
More  things  like  men  .^-^Eat,  Timon,  and  abhor  them. 

Enter  Thieves, 

1  Thief,  Where  Ihould  he  have  this  gold  ?  It  is  fome 
poor  fragment,  fome  flender  ort  of  his  remainder  :  The 
mere  want  of  gold,  and  the  falling-from  of  his  friends,  drove 
him  into  this  melancholy. 

2  Thief,  It  is  nois'd,  he  hath  a  mafs  of  treafure. 

3  Thief,  Let  us  make  the  alTay  upon  him;  if  he  care 
not  for-t,  he  will  fupply  us  eafily  j  if  he  covetoufly  referve 
It,  how  (hairs  get  it  ? 

2  Thief.  True  ;  for  he  bears  it  not  about  him,  'tis  hid, 

1  Thief  Is  not  this  he  ? 
AIL  Where  ? 

2  Thief.  'Tis  his  defcription. 

3  Thief,  He  ;  I  know  him. 
JIL  Save  thee,  Timon. 
Tim.  Now,  thieves  ? 

AIL  Soldiers,  not  thieves. 

Tim.  Both  too ;  and  women's  fons. 


55  TIMON   OF    ATHENS. 

All.  We  are  not  thieves,  but  men  that  much  do  want. 
Ti?n,  Your  greateft  want  is,   you  want  much  or  meat. 

Why  rtiould  you  want  ?  Behold,  the  earth  hath  roots  ; 

Within  this  mile  break  forth  an  hundred  fprings ; 

The  oaks  bear  maft,   the  briers  fcarlet  hips ; 

The  bountious  hufwife,  nature,  on  each  bufh 

Lays  her  full  mefs  before  you.     Want  ?  why  want  ? 

I  Thief,  We  cannot  live  on  grafs,  on  berries,  water. 
As  beafts,  and  birds,  and  fidies. 

Ti7n.  Nor  on   the  beafts  themfelves,    the  birds,  and 
fifhes ; 

You  mufl  eat  men.     Yet  thanks  I  muft  you  con, 
That  you  are  thieves  prcfefl  ;  that  you  work  not 
In  holier  fiiapes :  for  there  is  boundlefs  theft 
In  limited  profeflioDS.     Rafcal  thieves, 
Here's  gold  :  Go,  fuck  the  fubtle  blood  o'the  grape, 
^Till  the  high  fever  Teeth  your  blood  to  froth, 
And  fo  'fcape  hanging  ;  truft  not  the  phyiician  ; 
His  antidotes  are  poifon,  and  he  flays 
Adore  than  you  rob  :   take  wealth  and  lives  together ; 
Do  villainy,  do,  fmce  you  profefs  to  do't, 
Like  workmen  :  I'll  example  you  with  thievery. 
The  fun's  a  thier,  and  with  his  great  attra^lion 
Robs  the  vafl  fea ;    the  moon's  an  arrant  thief. 
And  her  pale  fire  flie  fnatches  from  the  fun  ; 
The  feas  a  thief,  whofe  liquid  furge  refolves 
The  moon  into  fait  tears ;  the  earth's  a  thief, 
That  feeds  and  breeds  by  a  composure  ftolen 
From  general  excrement :    each  thing's  a  thief; 
The  laws,  your  curb  and  whip>  in  their  rough  power 
Have  uncheck'd  theft.     Love  not  yourfelves ;  away  ; 
Rob  one  another.     There's  more  gold  :  Cut  throats  ; 
All  that  you  meet  are  thieves  :  To  Athens,  go, 
Break  open  fliops ;  nothing  can  you  fteal, 
But  thieves  do  iofe  it :  Steal  not  lefs,  for  this 
I  give  you  ;  and  gold  confound  you  howfoever  ! 
Amen.  -       Ji^Exiu 

3  Thief*  He  has  almofl:  charm'd  me  from  my  profeffion, 
by  perfuading  me  to  it. 

I  Thief  'Tis  in  the  malice  of  mankind,  that  he  thus  ad- 

vifes 
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vlfes  US  ;  not  to  have  us  thrive  in  our  myfiery. 

2  Thief,  ril  believe  him  as  an  enemy,  and  give  over  my 
trade.   . 

I  Thief.  Let  us  firft  fee  peace  in  Athens;  There  is  no 
time  la  miierable,  but  a  man  may  be  true.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE    1.  The  TVoods,  andTiMon's  Cave, 

Enter  Flavius, 

Flaviust 

\J  YOU  gods  ! 

Is  yon  defpis'd  and  ruinous  man  my  lord  ? 

Full  of  decay  and  failing  ?  O  monument 

And  wondv  r  of  good  deeds  evily  beftow*d  ! 

What  an  alteration  of  honour  has 

Delperate  want  made  ! 

What  viler  thing  upon  the  earth,  than  friends. 

Who  can  bring  noblert  minds  to  bafeft  ends  1 

How  rarely  does  it  meet  with  this  time's  guife, 

When  man  has  wiOi'd  to  love  his  enemies : 

Grant,  I  may  ever  love,  and  rather  woo 

Thofe  that  would  mifchief  me,  than  thofe  that  dol 

He  has  caught  me  in  his  eye  :  I  will  prefent 

My  honeft  grief  unto  him;  !^nd,  as -my  lord,  * 

Still  ferve  him  with  my  life. — My  deareil  Mafter ! 

TiMON  comes  forward  from  his  Cave^ 

Tim.  Away  !  what  art. thou  ? 

Flav*  Have  you  forgot  me,  fir  ? 

Tim,  Why  dofl:  alk  that  ?   I  have  forgot  all  men  ; 
Then,  if  thou  grant'ft  thou  art  a  man,  I  have 
Forgot  thee. 

Flav.    ^  n  honeft  poor  fervant  of  yours. 

Tim,  Then  I  know  thee  not : 
I  ne'er  had  honeft  man  about  me,  I;  all 
I  kept  were  knaves,  to  ferve  in  meat  to  villains. 

Flav^ 
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Flav^  The  gods  arc  witnefs^ 
J^e'er  did  poor  Aeward  wear  a  truer  grief 
for  bis  undone  l.ird,  than  mine  eyes  tor  you. 

Tim.  What,  doft  rhou  weep  ? — come  nearer  ;  — 
then  I  lovc  thee, 
Eecaufe  t^.ou  art  a  woman,  and  difclaim'ft 
Flint V  maiiiiivid  ;  whofe  eyes  (\o  never  give, 
But  thorough  lull>  and  laughier.     Pi»y's  fleeping  : 
Strange  fimcs,   thai  weep  with  laughing,  not  with  weep» 
ing  I 

Flav.  I  beg  of  you  to  know  me,  good  my  lord, 
To  accept  m\  gr;ef,  and,whilrt  this  poor  wealth  lafls, 
To  entf  rtain  roe  as  yuur  (Icward  iVill. 

Tim    Hdd  I  a  l.eward 
So  true,  fo  jufl-,  and  now  fo  comfortable  ? 
It  aimoll  turns  my  dangerous  narure  wild, 
— Let  me  behold  thy  face. — Surely,  this  man 
WkiS  born  of  woman.  — 
Forg  ve  mv  general  and  exceptJefs  rafhnefs, 
Perpetuil-fober  gods  !   I  df>  proclaim 
One  honed  man, —  miUake  me  not, — But  one; 
No  more,  I  pray,— ^and  he  is  a  fteward. — 
How  fain  would  I  have  hated  all  mankind, 
And  thou  redeem'il  thyfelf :  But  all,  fave  thee, 
I  feil  with  curfes. 

Mtthinks,  thou  art  more  honed  now,  than  wife; 
For,  by  opprelling  and  betraying  me. 
Thou  might'ft  have  fooner  got  another  fervlce  : 
For  many  fo  arrive  at  fecond  mafters, 
Lpon  their  firft  lord's  neck.     But  tell  me  true, 
(For  I  muftever  doubt,  though  ne'er  io  fure) 
Is  nor  thy  kindnefs  fubtle,  covetous. 
If  nor  a  ufuring  kindnefs;  and  as  rich  men  deal  gifts, 
Expelling  in  return  twenty  for  one  ? 

Flav.  No,  my  mofl:  worthy  mailer,  in  whofe  breaft 
Doubt  and  fufpe(fV,  alas,  are  plac'd  too  bie: 
Yon  fbould  have  fear'd  falfe  times,  when  you  did  feafl  : 
Sufpedt  ftill  comes  where  an  eilate  is  leafl. 
That  which  I  fhew,  heaven  knows,  is  merely  love, 

Duty  and  zeal  to  your  unmatched  mind, 

Care 
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Care  of  your  food  and  living :  and,  believe  it. 

My  moft  honour'd  lord, 

For  any  benefit  that  points  to  me, 

Either  in  hope,  or  prelent,  I'd  ej^changeit 

For  this  one  wifti,  That  you  had  power  and  wealth 

To  requite  me,  by  making  rich  yourfelf. 

Tim.  Look  thee,  'tisfo!- — thou  fingle  honeil  man. 
Here,  take  : — the  gods  out  of  my  mifery 
Have  fent  thee  treafure.     Go,  live  rich,  and  happy  : 
But  thus  condition'd ;  7hou  (hnlt  build  from  men  ; 
Hate  all,  curfe  all :  fliew  charity  to  none  ; 
But  let  the  fannifh'd  fiefh  Aide  from  the  bone. 
Ere  thou  relieve  the  beggar:  give  to  dogs 
What  thou  deny'fl:  to  men  ;  let  prifons  Iwallow  'em, 
Debts  wither  'em  to  nothing  :    Be  men  like  blafted  woods. 
And  may  difeafes  lick  up  their  falfe  bloods  .' 
And  fo,  farewel,  and  thrive. 

Flav.  O,  let  me  itay,  and  comfort  you,  my  mafter. 

Tim.  If  thou  hat'Ilcurfes, 
Stay  not ;  but  fly,  whilfl  thou  art  blefl  and  free  : 
Ne'er  fee  thou  man,  and  let  me  ne'er  fee  thee. 

{Exeunt  fever  ally, 

SCENE     II.     The  fame. 
Enter  Poet,  and  Painter. 

Vain.  As  I  took  cote  of  the  place,  it  cannot  be  far  where 
he  abides. 

Foet.  What's  to  be  thought  of  him  ?  Does  the  rumour 
hold  for  true,  that  he  is  fo  full  of  gold  ? 

Pain.  Certain;  Alcibiades  reports  it;  Phrynia  and 
Timandra  had  gold  of  him  ;  he  likewife  enrlch'd  poor 
ftraggling  foldiers  with  great  quantity :  'Tis  faid,  he  gave 
his  fteward  a  mighty  fum. 

Poet.  Then  this  breaking  of  his  has  been  but  a  try  for 
his  friends  ? 

Pain,  Nothing  elfe  :  you  (hall  fee  him  a  palm  in  Athens 
again,  and  flourilh  with  the  highell.  Therefore,  'tis  not 
amifs,  we  tender  our  loves  to  him,  in  this  fuppo^'d  dif- 
trefs  of  his  :  it  will  (hew  honeftly  in  us  5  and  is  very  likely 

to 


6a  TIMON   OF    ATHENS 

to  loaJ  our  purpofes  with  what  they  travel  for,  if  it  be  a 
jufl:  and  true  report  that  goes  of  his  having. 

Poet,  What  have  you  now  to  prefcnt  unto  him  ? 

Pain.  Nothing  at  this  time  but  my  vifi ration  :  only  I 
will  promife  him  an  excellent  piece. 

Poet.  I  muft  ferve  him  To  too  ;  tell  him  of  an  intent  that's 
coming  toward  him- 

Pain,  Good  as  the  beft.  Promifing  is  the  very  air  o'  the 
time;  it  opens  the  eyes  of  expectation  :  performance  is 
ever  the  duller  for  his  a61:  ;  and,  but  in  the  plainer  and 
fimpler  kind  of  people,  the  deed  of  faying  is  quite  out  of 
ufe.  To  promife  is  mofl  courtly  and  fafhionable  :  per- 
formance is  a  kind  of  will,  or  teftament,  which  argues  a 
great  ficknefs  in  his  judgment  that  makes  it. 

Re-enter  TiMO'^  from  his  Cave,  unfeen, 

Tim,  Excellent  workman  !  Thou  canft  not  paint  a  man 
fo  bad  as  thyfelf. 

Poet.  I  am  thinking,  what  I  (ball  fay  I  have  provided  for 
him  •-  It  mud  be  a  perfonating  of  himdlf :  a  fatire  againft 
the  foftnefs  of  profperity  ;  with  a  difcovery  of  the  infinite 
flatteries,  that  follow  youih  and  opulency. 

Tim,  MuO:  thou  needs  Oand  for  a  villain  in  thine  owa 
work  ?  Wilt  thou  whip  thine  own  faults  in  other  men  ?  Do 
fo,    I  have  gold  for  thee. 

Poet.  Nay,  let's  feek  him  ; 
Then  do  we  fin  againft  our  own  eflate, 
When  we  may  proht  meet,   and  come  too  late. 

Pain.  True  ; 
When  the  day  ferves,  before  black -corner'd  night, 
Find  what  thou  want'fl  by  free  and  oil^*r'd  light. 
Come. 

Tim,  I'll  meet  you  at  th-e  turn.     What  a  god's  gold, 
That  he  is  worfliipp'd  in   a  bafer  temple. 
Than  where  fwiiK  feed  I 

'Tis  thou  that  rigg'fl  the  bark,   and  plow'fl  the  foam  ; 
Settlefl  admired  reverence  in  a  flave  : 
To  thee  be  worfliip  I  and  thy  faints  for  aye 

Be 
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Be  crownM  with  plagues,  that  thee  alone  obey  ! 
Fit  I  meet  them. 

Poet,  Hail !   worthy   Timon. 

Pain.  Our  late  noble  mafter. 

Tim.  Have  I  once  liv'd  to  fee  two  honeft  men  ? 

Poet.  Sir, 
Having  often  of  your  open  bounty  tafted. 
Hearing  you  were  retir'd,   your  friends  fall'n  ofF, 
Whofe  thanklefs  natures — O  abhorred  fpirits  ! 
Not  all  the  whips  of  heaven  are  large  enough— 
What !   to  you  ! 

Whofe  flar  like  noblenefs  gave  life  and  influence 
To  their  whole  being  !    I  am  rapt,  and  cannot  cover 
The  monftrous  bulk  of  this  ingratitude 
With  any  fize  of  words. 

Tit?u  Let  it  go  naked,  men  may  fee't  the  better: 
You,  that  are  honefl:,  by  being  what  you  are, 
Make  them  befl  fcen,  and  known. 

Pain.  He,  and  myfelf. 
Have  travell'd  in  the  great  fnower  of  your  gifts, 
And  fweetly  felt  it. 

Ttm*  Ay,  you  are  honed  men. 

Pain.  We  are  hither  come  to  offer  you  our  fervice. 

Tim.  Moll  honeft  men  !    Why,   bow  ihall  I  requite 
you  I 
Can  you  eat  roots,  and  drink  cold  water  ?  no. 

Both.  What  we  can  do,  we'll  do,   to  do  you  fervice. 

Tim.  You  are  honeO:  men  !     You   have  heard  that  I 
have  gold  ; 
I  am  fure,  you  have  :  fpeak  truth  :  you  arc  honed  men. 

Pain,  So  it  is  faid,  my  noble  lord  :  but  therefore 
Came  not  my  friend,  nor  I 

Tim.  Good  honefl  men  : — Thou  draw'ft  a  counterfeit 
Beft  in  all  Athens  :  thou  art,  indeed,  the  beft  ; 
Thou  counterfeirfl:  moft  lively. 

Pain.  So,  fo,  my  lord. 

Tiin,  Even  fo,  fir,  as  1  fay  : — And,  for  thy  ficiion, 

iTo  the  PoeU 
Why,  thy  verfe  fvvells  with  flufFfo  fine  and  fmooth, 
ThatthiOU  art  even  natural  in  thine  art,— 

Bur, 


64  TiMON   OF    ATHENS. 

But,  for  all  this,  my  honeft-natur*d  friends, 
I  muft  needs  fay,  you  have  a  little  fault : 
Marry,  'tis  not  monftrous  in  you  ,  neither  wi(h  I, 
You  take  much  pains  to  mend. 

Both.  Befeech  your  honour 
To  make  it  known  to  us. 

^im.  You'll  take  it  ill. 

Both.  Mod  thankfully  my  lord. 

Tim,  Will  you,  indeed  ? 

Both.  Doubt  it  not,  worthy  lord. 

T/w.  There's  ne'er  a  one  of  you  but  trufls  a  knave, 
That  mightily  deceives  you. 

Both.   Do  we,  my  lord  ? 

Tim.  Ay,  and  you  hear  him  cog,  fee  him  difTemblc, 
Know  his  grofs  patchery,  love  him,  feed  him, 
Keep  in  your  bofom  :  yet  remain  alTur'd, 
That  he's  a  made-up  villain. 

Pain,  I  know  none  fuch,  my  lord. 

Poet,  Nor  I. 

Tim.    Look  you,     I  love    you   well  ;    I'll    give  you 
gold, 
Rid  me  thefe  villains  from  your  companies  : 
Hang  them,   or  (lab  them,  drown  them  in  a  draught. 
Confound  ihem  by  fome  courfe,  and  come  to  me, 
I'll  give  you  gold  enough. 

Both.  Name  them,  my  lord,  let's  know  them. 

Tim*  You  that  way,  and  you  this. — 5ut  two  in  com- 
pany,— 
Each  man  apart, — all  fmgle,  and  alone, — 
Yet  an  arch-villain  keeps  him  company. — 
If,  where  thou  art,    two   villains   fliall  not  be, 

[To  the  Painter, 
Come  not  near  him. — If  thou  wouldft  notrefide 

[To    the   Poet. 
But  where  one  villain  is,  then  him  abandon. — 
Hence!  Pack  !  there's  gold,  ye  came  for  gold,  ye  flaves  : 
You  have  work  for  me,  there  is  payment  :   Hence  ! 
You  are  an  alchymiO,  make  gold  of  that : — 
Out,  rafcai  dogs !         [^Exit^  beating  and  driving  them  out, 

SCENE 
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SCENE    III. 

Enter  F  l  a  v  i  u  s,  and  two  Senate  rs, 

Flav.  It  is  in  vain  that  you  would  fpeak  with  Timon  ; 
For  he  is  fet  fo  only  to  himfelf, 
That  nothing,  but  himfelf,  which  looks  like  man, 
Is  friendly  with  him. 

1  Sen.  Bring  us  to  his  cave  : 

It  is  our  part,  and  promife  to  the  Athenians, 
To  fpeak  with  Timon ^ 

2  Sen.  At  all  times  alike 

Men  are  not  flill  the  fame  :  'Twas  time,  and  griefs, 
That  fram'd  him  thus  :  time,  with  his  fairer  hand. 
Offering  the  fortunes  of  his  former  days, 
The  former  man  may  make  him  :   Bring  us  to  him, 
And  chance  it  as  it  may, 

Flav.  Here  is  his  cave.— - 
Peace  and  content  be  here  !  lord  Timon  I   Timon  ! 
Look  out,  iand  fpeak  to  friends :    The  Athenians, 
By  two  of  their  mort  reverend  fenate,  greet  thee  : 
Speak  to  them,  noble  Timon. 

Enter     Timon. 

Tim.  Thou  fun  that  comfort'fl,-burn  ! — Speak,  and  be 
hang'd  ! 
For  each  true  word,  a  blifter,    and  each  falfe 
Be  as  a  cauterizing  to  the  root  o'  the  tongue. 
Con  fuming  it  with  fpeaking  1 

1  Sen.  Worthy  Timon, — 

Tim*  Of  none  but  fuch  as  you,  and  you  of  Timon, 

2  ^en»  The  fenators  of  i^thens  greet  thee,   Timon. 
Tz'/w.  f  thank  them  ;  and   would  fend  them  back  the 

plague, 
Could  I  but  catch  it  for  them, 

I  Sen,  O,   forget 
What  v/e  are  forry  for  ourfelves  in  thee. 
The  fenators,  with  the  confent  of  love, 
Entreac  the  back  to  Athens  ;  who  have  thought 

E  Oi 
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On  fpeclal  dignities,  v;hich  vacant  lie 
For  thy  beft  ufe  and  wearing. 

2  Sen,  They  coafefs, 
Toward  thee,  forgetfnlnefs  too  general,  grofs  ! 
And  now  the  pubiick  body,— which  doth  feldom 
Play  the  recanter, — feeling  in  itfelf 
A  lack  of  Timon's  aid,   hath  fenfe  withal 
Of  its  own  fall,    reftraining  aid  to  Timon  ; 
And  fends  forth  us,  to  make  their  forrowed  render. 
Together  with  a  recompence  more  fruitful 
Than  their  offence  can  weigh  down  by  the  dram  ; 
Ay,  even  fuch  heaps  and  fums  of  love  and  wealth, 
As  (hall  to  thee  blot  out  what  wrongs  were  theirs. 
And  write  in  thee  the  figures  of  their  love, 
Ever  to  read  them  thins. 

Tinif  You  witch  me  in  it ; 
Surprize  nie  to  the  very  brink  of  tears : 
Lend  nie  a  fooPs  heart,  and  a  woman's  eyes, 
And  ni  bev^eep  thefe  comforts,   worthy  lenators. 

1  Sen,  Therefore,   fo  pleafe  thee  to  return  with  us, 
And  of  our  Athens  (thine,  and  ours)  to  take 

The  captainship,  thou  (hall  be  met  with  thanks, 
Allow'd  with  abfolute  power,   and  thy  good  name 
Live  with  authority  ;    fo  foon  ihall  we  drive  back 
pf  Alcibiades  the  approaches  wild  ; 
Who,   like  a  boar  too  favage,  doth  root  up 
His  country's  peace. 

2  Sen,  A.nd  ihakes  his  threatening  fword 
Againft  the  walls  of  Athens. 

I  Sen,  Therefore,  Timon, 

Tim.  Well,  fir.  I  will  ;  therefore  I  will,  fir ;   Thus,— 
If  Alcibiades  kill  my  countrymen. 
Let  Alcibiades  know  this  of  Timon, 
■yhat— Timon  cares  not.     But  if  he  fack  fair  Athens, 
And  take  our  goodly  aged  men  by  the  beards. 
Giving  our  holy  virgins  to  the  ftain 
Of  contumelious,    beaftly,  mad-bra;n'd  war ;  • 

Then  let  him  know,— and,    tell  liim,   Timon  fpeaks  it. 
In  pity  of  our, aged,  and  our  youth, 
1  cannot  chocHe  but  tell  him,   that—I  care  not, 
^  "  '  And 
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And  let  him  take't  at  worfl: ;   for  their  knives  care  not, 

While  you  have  throats  to  anfwer  :  for  myfelf. 

There's  not  a  whittle  in  the  unruly  camp, 

But  I  do  prize  it  ai  my  love,  before 

The  reverend'fl:  throat  in  Athens.     So  I  leave  you 

To  the  protecirion  of  the  profperous  gods. 

As  thieves  to  keepers. 

Flav.  Stjy  not,  all's  in  vain. 

7im.  Why,  I  was  writing  of  my  epitaph. 
It  will  be  feen  to-morrow ;   My  long  licknefs 
Of  health,  and  living,  now  begins  to  mend, 
And  nothing  brings  me  all  things      Go,  live  ftili ; 
Be  Alcibiades  your  plague,  you  his. 
And  laft  fo  long  enough  ! 

I  Sen,'  We  fpeak  in  vain. 

Tim.  But  yet  I  love  my  country  ;  and  am  not 
One  that  rejoices  in  the  common  wreck, 
As  common  bruit  doth  put  it. 

I  Sen*  That's  well  fpoke, 

Thn.  Commen.d  me  to  my  loving  countrymen,-— 

1  SeJ2.  Thefe  words  become  your  lips  as  they  pafs  through 

them. 

2  Sen.  And  enter  In  our  ears,  like  great  triumphers 
In  their  applauding  gates. 

Tim.  Commend  me  to  them ; 
And  tell  them,  that,  to  eafe  them  of  their  griefs. 
Their  fears  of  hoflile  ftrokes,  their  aches,  lofTes, 
Their  pangs  of  love,  with  other  incident  throes 
That  nature's  fragil  velTel  doth  fuflain 
In  life's  uncertain  vo)  age,  I  will  fome  kindnefs  do  them  ;« 
I'll  teach  them  to  prevent  wild  Alcibiades'  wrath, 

2  Sen.  I  like  this  well,  he  will  return  again. 

Tim.  I  have  a  tree,  which  grows  here  in  my  clofe. 
That  mine  own  ufe  invites  me  to  cut  down, 
And  ihortly  mufti  fipli  it ;  Tell  my  friends. 
Tell  Athens,  in  the  fequence  of  degree, 
From  high  to  low  throughout,  that  whofo  pleafe 
Tp  flop  afPiiflion,  let  him  take  his  hafte. 
Come  hither,  ere  my  tree  hath  felt  the  axe. 
And  hang  hirafelf  :  I  pray  you,  do  my  greeting. 
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Flav.  Trouble  him  no  further,thus  you  flill  (hall  find  him* 
Tim.  Come  not  to  me  again  :  but  fay  to  Athens, 
Tiraon  hath  made  his  everlafting  manfion 
Upon  the  beached  verge  of  the  fait  flood, 
Which  once  a  day  with  his  embofled  froth 
The  turbulent  furge  {hall  cover  ;  thither  come. 
And  let  my  grave-flone  be  your  oracle. — 
Lips,  let  four  words  go  by,  and  language  end  : 
What  is  am'fs,  plague  and  iufedlion  mend  ! 
Graves  only  be  men's  works ;  and  death,  their  gain  [ 
Sun,  hide  thy  beams  !  Timon  hath  done  his  reign. 

\_Exit  TiMON, 

1  Sen.  His  difcontents  are  unrernovably 
Coupled  to  nature. 

2  Sen.  Our  hope  in  man  is  dead  :   let  us  return. 
And  firain  what  other  means  is  left  unto  us 

In  our  dear  peril. 
I  Sen,  It  requires  fwift  foot.  [^Exeunt. 


SCENE  IV.     The  W'alls  of  Athens. 
Enter  two  other   Senators^    with   a   Mejfenger, 

1  Sen,  Thou  haft  painfully  difcover'd  ;  are  his  files 
As  full  as  thy  report  I 

Mes.  I  have  fpoke  rhe  leafr : 
Belides,  his  expedition  promifes 
Prefent  approach. 

2  Sen,  We  ftand  much  hazard,  If  they  bring  not  Tlmon. 
Mes.  I  met  a  courier,  one  my  ancient  frieijd  ;  — 

Who,  though  in  general  part  we  v^ere  oppos'd. 

Yet  our  old  love  made  a  particiilar  force. 

And  made  us  fpeak  like  fri  ods ; — this  man  was  riding 

From  Aldbiades  to  Timon's  cave. 

With  letters  of  entreaty,  whieh  imported 

His  fellowship  V  the  caufe  againfl  your  city, 

Jn  part  for  his  fake  mov'd. 

Enter 
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Enter  the  other  Senators. 


I  Sen,  Here  come  our  brothers. 

3  Sen.  No  talk  of  Timon,  nothing  of  him  expe^l— 
The  enemies  drum  is  heard,  and  fearful  fcouring 
Doth  choke  the  air  with  dull :  In,  and  prepare  ; 
Curs  is  the  fall,  I  fear,  our  foes  the  fnare.  [Exeunt* 


SCENE    V.      Changes  to  the  Woods, 
Enter  a  Soldier,   fe eking  Timon. 

Sol.  By  all  defcription,  this  (hould  be  the  place. 
Who's   here  ?    fpeak,  ho  f— No  anfwer  ? — What  is  this  ? 
Timon  is  dead,  who  hath  out-llretch'd  his  fpan  ; 
Some  bead  read  this  ;  there  does  not  live  a  man. 
Dead,  fure  ;  and  this  his  grave.    What's  on  this  tomb  ? 
I  cannot  read  ;   the  charafter  I'll  take  with  wax  ; 
Our  captain  hath  in  every  figure  Ikiil ; 
An  ag'd  interpreter,  though  young  in  days  : 
Before  proud  Arhens  he's  fet  down  by  this, 
Whofe  fall  the  mark  of  his  ambition  is.  [Exit, 

SCENE    VI.      Before  the  Walls  of  Athens. 
Trumpets  found.    Enter  Alc  IB  i  AD  E  s,  with  his  Powers, 

Ale,  Sound  to  this  coward  and  lafcivious  town 
Our  terrible  approach, 

[Sound  a  Parley.      The  Senators  appear  upon  the  Walls. 
'Till  now  you  have  gone  on,  and  till'd  the  time 
With  all  licentious meafure,  making  your  wills 
The  fcope  of  juflice  ;  'till  now,  myfelf  and  fuch 
As  (lept  within  the  fhadow  of  your  Power, 
Have  wander  with  our  traverft  arms,  and  breath'd 
Our  fufferance  vainly  ;  Now  the  time  is  fiufli, 
When  crouching  marrow,  in  the  bearer  ftrong, 
Cries,  pfiifeif,  No  more:  now  breathlefs  wrong 

Shall 
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Shall  fit  and  pant  in  your  great  chairs  of  eafc  ; 
And  purfy  infolence  Ihall  break  his  wind. 
With  fear,  and  horrid  flight. 

1  Sen^  Noble  and  young. 

When  thy  firft  griefs  wcve  but  a  mere  conceit, 

Ere  thou  hadfl:  power,  or  we  havecaufe  to  fear, 

Vt^efent  to  thee  ;    to  give  thy  rages  balm, 

To"  wipe  out  our  ingratitudes  with'  loves 

Above  their  quantity.  . 

2  Sen.  So  did  we  woo 
Transformed  Timon  to  our  city's  love, 

By  humble  mefTage,  and  by  promiied  means ; 
We  were  not  all  unkind,  nor  all  deferve 
The  common  (Iroke  of  war. 

1  Se7i,  Thefe  walls  of  ours 

Were  not  erected  by  their  hands,  from  whom 
You  have  receiv'd  your  griefs  :  ncr  are  they  fuch. 
That  thefe  great  towers,  trophies,  and  fchools  fnould  fall 
For  private  faults  in  them, 

2  Sen,  Nor  are  they  living, 

Who  were  the  motives  that  you  firft  w^ent  out  ; 

Shame,  that  they  wanted  cunning,  in  excefs 

Hath  broke  their  hearts.     March,  noble  lord,' 

Into  our  city  with  thy  banneL-s  fpread  : 

By  decimation,  and  a  tithed  death 

(If  thy  revenges  hunger  for  that  food. 

Which  nature  loaths),  take  thou  the  deftin'd  tenth  ; 

Andi  by  the  hazard  cf  the  fpotteddie, 

Let  die  the  fpotted, 

I  Sen.  All  havejiot  offended  ; 
For  thofe  that  \vere,   it  \i  not  fquare,  to  take, 
On  thofe  that  are,  revenges ;   crimes,  like  lands, 
Are  not  inherited.     Then  dear  countryman. 
Bring  in  thy  ranks,  but  leave  without  thy  rage  : 
Spare  thy  Athenian  cradle,  and  thofe  kin. 
Which  in  the  bluller  of  thv  wrath,  mufi:  fall 
With  thofe  that  have  offended  :    like  a  (hepherd 
Approach  the  fold,  and  cuU  the  infe£led  forth^^ 
But  kill  not  altogether. 

2.  $en» 
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2  Sen,  What  thou  wilt, 
Thou  rather  (lialc  enforce  it  with  thy  fmile, 
Thiin  hew  to't  with  thy  fword. 

1  Sen.  Set  but  thy  foot 

Againfl  our  rampir'd  gates,   and  they  (liall  ope  ; 
So  thou  wilt  fend  thy  gentle  heart  before, 
To  fiiy  thou'lt  enter  friendly. 

2  Sen.  Throw  thy  glove, 

Or  any  token  of  thine  honour  elfe, 
That  thou  wilt  ufe  the  wars  as  thy  redref?. 
And  not  as  our  confufion,  all  thy  powers 
Shall  make  their  harbour  in  our  town,  'till  wc 
Have  feai'd  thy  full  defire. 

y^Ic,  Then  there's  my  glove  ; 
pefcend,  and  open  your  uncharged  ports :  , 
Thofe  enemies  of  Timon's,  and  mine  own, 
Whom  you  yourfelves  (hail  fet  out  for  reproof. 
Fall,  and  no  more  :   and, — to  atone  your  fears 
With  my  noble  meaning, — not  a  man 
Shall  pals  his  quarter,  or  offend  the  ftream 
Of  regular  juftice  in  your  city's  bounds, 
But  fhall  be  remedy'd  by  your  public  laws 
At  heavieft  anfwer. 

Both.  'Tis  mod  noble  fpoken. 

Jic,  Defcend,  and  keep  your  words. 

'  Enter  a  Soldie7\ 

Sol  My  noble  general,  Timonlsdead; 
Entomb'd  upon  the  very  hem  o'  the  Tea  : 
And,  on  his  grave-ftone,  this  infculpture  5  which 
With  wax  I  brought  away,  whofe  foftimpieinoa 
Interpreteth  for  my  poor  ignorance. 

[Alcibiades  reads  the  Epitaph.l 

Here  lies  zvretched  corfe^  of  wretched  foid  hereft : 

Seek  not  my  name  :  A  plague  confume  yQU  wicked  caitiff's 

left!  „ 

Hers 
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Here  lie  I  Timon  ;  ivho,  alive ^  all  living  men  did  hate  : 
Pajs  hyy  and  curfe  thy  fill ;  butpafsy  and  ft  ay  not  here  thy 
gait. 

Thefe  well  exprefs  in  thee  thy  latter  fpirits : 

Though  thou  abhor*dil  in  us  our  huncian  griefs, 

Scorn'dft  our  brain's  flow,  and  thofe  our  droplets  v/hich 

From  niggard  nature  fall,  yet  rich  conceit 

Taught  thee  to  make  vaft  Neptune  weep  for  aye 

On  thy  low  grave. — On  :~ Faults  forgiven. — Dead 

Is  noble  Timon ;  of  whofe  memory 

Hereafter  more. — Bring  me  into  your  city. 

And  I  will  ufe  the  olive  with  my  fword  : 

Make  war  breed  peace  ;  makepeace  Aint  war;  make  each 

Prefcribe  to  other,  as  each  other's  leach. — 

Let  our  drums  flrike,  \Exeunt^ 


THE   END, 
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DRAMATIS    PERSON.^, 


>  Trojans, 


MEN. 

Priam, 
Hector, 

Troilus, 
Paris, 
Deiphobus, 
Helenus, 

i^NEAS, 

Pandarus, 

Calchas, 

Antenor, 

Margareion,^  Bajlard  Son  of  Priam* 

Agamemnon, 

Achilles, 

Ajax, 

Menelaus, 

Ulysses, 

Nestor, 

DiOMEDES, 

Patroclus, 
Thersites, 

WOMEN. 

Helen,  PFtfe  to  Menelaus, 
Andromache,  Wife  to  HeBor. 
Cassandra,  Daughter  to  Priam y  a  Prophetefsy 
Cressida,  Daughter  to  Calchas. 

Alexander,  C4rejfidds  Servant. 

Boy,  Page  to  Troilus, 

Servant  to  Diomedes. 

Trojan  and  Greek  Soldiers,  with  other  Attendants, 

SciWE,  Troy,  and  the  Grctiun  Camp  before  it. 


y  Greeks^ 
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A  C  T      I. 
SCENE     I.      Troy.     Priam'j  Palace^ 

Enter  Pandarus,  ^«<3?Troilus. 

Tro'ilus,  ^ 

CALL  here  my  varlet,  I'll  unarm  again  : 
Why  iliould  I  war  without  the  walls  of  Troy, 
That  find  fuch  ctuel  battle  here  within  ? 
Each  Trojan  that  is  mafler  of  his  heart, 
Let  him  to  field  ;  Troilus,  alas  !  hath  none. 

Pan.  Will  this  gear  ne'er  be  mended  ? 

Troi.  The  Greeks  are    ftrong,  and   ikilful    to    their 
ftength, 
Fierce  to  their  fkill,  and  to  their  fiercenefs  valiant ; 
But  I  am  weaker  than  a  woman's  tear. 
Tamer  than  fleep,  fonder  than  ignorance  ; 
Lefs  valiant  than  the  virgin  in  the  night. 
And  fkill-lefs  as  unpradis'd  infancy. 

Pan.  Well,  I  have  told  you  enough  of  this  :  for  my 
part,  ni  not  meddle  nor  make  no  further.  He  that  will 
have  a  cake  out  of  the  wheat  muft  tarry  the  grinding, 

Troi,  Have  I  not  tarry'd  ? 

Pan.  Ay,  the  grinding  ;  but  you  muft  tarry  the  boul- 
ting. 

Troi.  Have  I  not  tarry'd  ? 

Pan.  Ay,  the  boulting  ;  but  you  muft  tarry  the  leaven- 
ing. 

Troi.  Still  have  I  tarry'd. 

Pan.  Ay,  to  the  leavening  :  but  here's  yet  in  the  word 
1— hereafters  the  kneading,   the  making  of  the  cake,  the 

B  heating 
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heating  of  the  oven,  and  the  baking  ^  nay,  you  muft  flay 
the  cooling  too,  or  you  may  chance  to  burn  your  hps. 

Troi.   Patience  herfelf,  what  goddefs  e'er  fhe  be. 
Doth  lelTer  blench  at  fufrerance  than  I  do. 
At  Priam's  royal  table  do  I  fit  ; 
And  when  fair  Creilid  comes  into  my  thoughts, — 
So,  traitor  ! — when  fhe  comes  ! — When  is  Ihe  thence  r 

Pa7i.  Well,  fhe  look'd  yefter-night  fairer  than  ever 
I  faw  her  look,  or  any  woman  elfe. 

Troi.  I  was  about  to  tell  thee, — When  my  heart. 
As  wedged  with  a  iigh,  would  rive  in  twain  ; 
Left  He6lor  or  my  father  fhould  perceive  me, 
1  have  (as  when  the  fun  doth  light  a  ftorm) 
Bury'd  this  figh  in  wrinkle  of  a  fmile  : 
Eut  forrow,  that  is  couch'd  in  feeming  gladnefs. 
Is  like  that  mirth  fate  turns  to  fudden  fadnefs. 

Pan.  An  her  hair  were  not  fomewhat  darker  than 
Helen's  (well,  go  to),  there  were  no  more  comparifon  be- 
tween the  women, — But,  for  my  part,  fhe  is  my  kinf- 
woman  ;  I  would  not,  as  they  term  it,  praife  her, — But 
I  would  fomebody  had  heard  her  talk  yeiterday,  as  I  did* 
I  will  not  difpraife  your  fifter  CalTandra's  wit :  but 

Troi.  O  Pandarus!   I  tell  thee,  Pandarus, — 
When  I  do  tell  thee.  There  my  hopes  lie  drown'd. 
Reply  not  in  how  many  fathoms  deep 
They  lie  indrench'd.     I  tell  thee,  I  am  mad 
In  Creflid's  love  :  Thou  anfwer'ft.  She  is  fair  \ 
Pour'ft  in  the  open  ulcer  of  my  heart 
Her  eyes,  her  hair,  her  cheek,  her  gait ;  her  voice 
Handleft  in  thy  difcourfe  :- — : — O  that  her  hand! 
In  w^hofe  comparifon  all  w^hites  are  ink. 
Writing  their  own  reproach  ;  to  whofe  foft  feizure 
The  cygnet's  down  is  harfh,  and  fpirit  of  fenfe 
Hard  as  the  palm  of  ploughman  !  This  thou  tell'ft  me^ 
As  true  thou  tell'ft  me,  when  I  fay — I  love  her  \ 
But,  faying  thus,  inftead  of  oil  and  balm. 
Thou  lay 'it  in  every  galh  that  love  hath  given  me 
The  knife  that  made  it. 

Pan.   I  fpeak  no  more  than  truth. 

Tr-<}i.  Thou  doft  not  fpeak  fo  much« 

Parii. 


TROILUS    AND    CRESSIDA.  5 

Pan.  'Fahh,   I'l!  not  meddle  in't.     Let  her  be  as  fhe 
is  :  if  (he  be /air,  'tis  the  better  for  her  ;  an  Ihe  bs  not, 
-fhe  has  the  rnends  in  her  own  hands. 

Troi.  Good  Pandarus !  How  now,  Pandarus  ? 

Pan.  I  have  had  my  labour  for  my  travel :  ill-thought 
on  of  her,  and  ill-ttioiight  on  of  you :  gone  between  and 
between,  bu:  fm^ll  thanks  for  my  labour  : 

Troi.  What,  art  thou  angry,  Pandarus  ?  what,  with 
me? 

Pan.  Becaufe  fhe  is  kin  to  me,  therefore  fhe's  not  fo 
fair  as  Helen  :  an  fhe  were  not  kin  to  me,  flie  would  be 
as  Tair  on  -Friday,  as  Helen  is  on  Sunday.  But  what  care 
I;  I  care  not,  an  fhe  were  a  black-a-moor  ;  'tis  all  one 
to  me. 

Troi.  Say  I,  fne  is  not  fair  ? 

Pan.  I  do  not  care  whether  you  do  or  no.  She's  a 
fool  to  ftay  behind  her  father  ;  let  her  to  the  Greeks  ; 
and  fo  rU  tell  her  the  next  time  I  fee  her:  for  my  part, 
I'll  meddle  nor  make  no  more  in  the  matter. 

Troi.  pandarus — 

Pan.  Not  I. 

Troi.  S'vveet  Pandarus — 

Pan.  Pray  you,  fpeak  no  more  to  me ;  I  will  leave  all 
as  I  found  it,  and  there's  an  end.  [^Exit  Pandarus. 

[Sound  Alarum, 

Troi.  Peace,   you  ungracious    clamours!  "peace,    rude 
founds ! 
Fools  on  both  lides !  Helen  muft  needs  be  fair, 
When  with  your  blood  you  daily  paint  her  thus. 
I  cannot  hght  upon  this  argument  ; 
It  is  too  ftarv'd  a  fubjecl  for  my  fword. 
But  Pandarus— O  gods,  how  do  you  plague  me  ! 
I  cannot  come  to  Creffid  but  by  Pandar ; 
And  he's  as  reachy  to  be  woo'd  to  woo, 
As  Ihe  is  ftubborn-chalie  againft  all  fuit. 
Tell  me,  Apollo,  for  thy  Daphne's  love. 
What  Creilid  is,  what  Pandar,  and  what  we  ? 
Her  bed  is  India  ;  there  Ihe  lies,  a  pearl : 
Between  our  Ilium,  and  where  fhe  refides, 
X-et it  be  calld  the  wild  and  wandering  flood  ; 

B  2  Oiirfelf 
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Ourfelf  the  merchant ;  and  this  failing  Pandar 
Our  doubtful  hbpe,  our  convoy,  and  our  bark. 

[^Alarum.']         Enter  jEneas. 

^ne.  How  now,  prince  Troilus  r  wherefore  not  afietd? 

Trot'  Becaufe  not  there  :  This  woman's  anfwer  forts. 
For  womanifh  it  is  to  be  from  thence. 
What  news,  iEneas,  from  the  field  to-day  ? 

^ne.  That  Paris  is  returned  home,  and  hurt. 

Troi.  By  whom,  ^^neas  ? 

JEne.  Troilus,  by  Menelaus. 

Troi.  Let  Paris  bleed  :   'tis  but  a  fear  to  fcorn  ; 
Paris  is  gor'd  with  Menelaus'  horn.  \_Aiarum. 

Mne,  Hark  !  what  good  fport  is  out  of  town  to-day! 

Tro'i.   Better  at  home,  if  would  I  might  were  may. — 
But,  to  the  fport  abroad  ;— Are  you  bound  thither? 

^nie.   In  all  fwift  hafte. 

Troi.  Come,  go  we  then  together.  \ Exeunt. 


SCENE     n.     A  Street. 
Enter  Cressi^a,  and  Alexander  her  Servant, 

.    Cre.  Who  were  thofe  went  by  ? 

Serv.   Qiieen  Hecuba  and  Helen, 

Cre.  And  whither  go  they  ? 

Serv.   Up  to  the  eaftern  tower, 
Whofe  height  commands  as  fubje6l  all  the  vals. 
To  fee  the  battle.     Heftor,  whofe  patience 
Is,  as  a  virtue,  fix'd,  to-day  was  mov'd  : 
He  chid  Andromache,  and  iiruck  his  armourer  ; 
And,  like  as  there  were  hufbandry  in  war. 
Before  the  fun  rofe,  he  was  harnefs'd  light, 
And  to  the  field  goes  he  ;  v.'here  every  flower 
Did,  as  a  prophet,  weep  what  it  forefaw 
In  Hedor's  wrath, 

Cre.   What  v^^as  his  caufe  of  anger  ? 

Serv,    The   noife   goes,   this  :    There   is-  among   the 
Greeks 
A  lord  of  Trojan  blood,  nephew  to  Hec^tor  ; 
They  call  him  Ajax. 
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Cre.  Good  :  And  what  of  him  ? 

Serv.  They  fay  he  is  a  very  m^tn  per  fe. 
And  ftands  alone. 

Cre.  So  do  all  men  ;  unlefs  they  are  drunk,  fick,  or 
have  no  legs. 

Serv.  This  man,  lady,  hath  robb  a  m.any  beads  of  their 
particular  additions  ;  he  is  as  valiant  as  the  lion,  churlifli 
as  the  bear,  flovi^  as  the  elephant :  a  man  into  whom  nature 
hath  fo  crowded  humours,  that  his  valour  is  crufhed  into 
folly,  his  folly  fauced  with  difcretion  :  there  is  no  man 
hath  a  virtue  that  he  hath  not  a  glimpfe  of;  nor  any  man 
an  attaint,  but  he  carries  fome  ftain  of  it :  He  is  melan=* 
choly  without  caufe,  and  merry  againft  the  hair  :  He  hath 
the  joints  of  every  thing  ;  but  every  thing  fo  out  of  joints 
that  he  is  a  gouty  Briarius,  many  hands  and  no  ufe  ;  or 
purblinded  Argus,  all  eyes  and  no  fight. 

Cre.  But  how  fliould  this  man,  that  makes  me  fmile^, 
make  Heclor  angry  ? 

Serv.  They  fay,  he  yefterday  cop'd  He6lor  in  the  battle^ 
and  ftruck  him  down  ;  the  difdain  and  fhame  %vhereof 
hath  ever  lince  kept  He6lor  failing  and  wakings 

E'/iter  Pandarus. 

Cre.  Who  comes  here  ? 

Serv.  Madam,  your  uncle  Pandarus; 

Cre.  He6lor's  a  gallant  man. 

Serv.  As  may  be  in  the  world,  ladyi 

Pan.   What's  that?  what's  that? 

Cre.  Good-morrow,  uncle  Pandarus. 

Pan.  Good  morrow,  coufin  Creffid  :  What  do  ydti 
talk  of? — Good  morrow,  Alexander. — How  do  you^ 
coufin  ?  When  were  you  at  Ilium  ? 

Cre.  This  morning,  imcle. 
,    Pan.  What  were  you  talking  of,  when  I  came  ? 
Was  He6lor  arm'd,  and  gone,  ere  ye  came  to  Ilium  I 
Helen  was  not  up,  V/as  fhe  ? 

Cre.  He6lor  was  gone  ;  but  Helen  was  not  up^ 

Pan.  E'en  fo  ;  He6i:or  was  ftirring  early. 

Cre.  That  were  we  talking  of,  and  of  his  anger.'     ''- 

Pan^  Was  he  angry  ? 
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Cre.  So  he  fays  here. 

Pun.  True,  he  was  fo  ;  I  know  the  caufe  too  ;  he'll 
lay  about  him  to-day,  I  can  tell  them  that :  and  there  s 
Troikis  will  not  come  far  behind  him  ;  let  them  take 
heed  of  Trollus  ;  I  can  tell  them  that  too. 

Cre.   What,  is  he  angry  too  ? 

Pan.  Who,  Troilus  ?  Troilus  is  the  better  man  of  the 
two. 

Ore.  O,  Jupiter!  there's  no  comparifon. 

Pan.  W^hat,  not  between  Troilus  and  Heftor  ?  Do  you 
know  a  man,  if  you  fee  him  ? 

Cre.  Ay ;  if  I  ever  faw  him  before,  and  knew  him.    - 

Pan.  Well,  I  fay,  Troilus  is  Troilus. 

Cre.  Then  you  fay  as  I  fay  ;  for,  I  am  fure,  he  is  not 
Hedor.  ^  •      ^         ^ 

Pan.  No,  nor  He6lor  is  not  Troilus,  in  fome  degrees. 

Cre.  'Tis  juft  to  each  of  them  ;  he  is  himfelf. 

Pan.  Himfelf  ?  Alas,  poor  Troilus  !  I  would  he 
Were, 

Ore.  So  he  is. 

Pan.  — 'Coadition,  I  had  gone  bare-foot  to  India. 

Cre.  He  is  not  Hedor. 

Pan 4  Himfelf?  no,  he's  not  himfelf. — 'Would  a'  were 
himfelf,  Well,  the  gods  are  above  :  Time  muft  friend,  or 
end  :  Well,  Troilus,  wtU, — I  would  my  heart  were 
in  her  body !— -No,  Hedlor  is  not  a  better  man  than 
Troilus. 

Cre.  Exciife  me. 

Pan.  He  is  elder. 

Cre,  Pardon  me,  pardon  me. 

Pan.  The  other's  not  come  to't ;  you  fhall  tell  me  an- 
other tale,  when  the  other's  come  to't.  He6lor  fliall  not 
have  his  wit  this  year. 

Cre.  He  liiall  not  need  it,  if  he  have  his  own. 

Pan.  Nor  his  qualities. 

Cre.  No  matter. 

Pa7i.  Nor  his  beauty. 

Cre.  'Tw^ould  not  become  him,  his  own's  better. 

Pan.  You  have  no  judgment,  niece :    Helen   herfelf 

fwore 
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fvVore  the  other  day,  that  Troilus,  for  a  brown  favour  (for 
fo  'tis,  I  mufi:  confefs) — Not  brown  neither. 

Cre.  No,  but  brown. 

Fan.   'Faith,  to  fay  truth,  brown  and  not  brown; 

Cre.  To  fay  the  truth,  true  and  not  true. 

Pan.  She  prais'd  his  complexion  above  Paris, 

Cre.  Why,  Paris  hath  colour  enough. 

Pan.   So  he  has. 

Cre.  Then  Troilus  Ihould  have  too  much  :  if  llie  prais'd 
him  above,  his  complexion  is  higher  than  his;  he  having 
Colour  enough,  and  the  other  higher,  is  tooiiaming  a  praife 
for  a  good  complexion.  I  had  as  lieve^  Helen's  golden 
tongue  had  commended  Troilus  for  a  copper  nofe. 

Pan.  I  fwear  to  you,  I  think,  Helen  loves  him  better 
than  Paris. 

Cre.  Then  fhe's  a  merry  Greek,  indeed. 

Pan.  Nay,  I  am  fure  fhe  does.  She  came  to  him 
the  other  day  into  the  compafs'd  window,— and,  you 
knowi  he  has  not  paft  three  or  four  hairs  on  his  chin. 

C7e.  Indeed,  a  tapfler's  arithmetic  may  foon  bring  his 
particulars  therein  to  a  total. 

Pan.  Why,  he  is  very  young :  and  yet  will  he,  within 
three  pound,  lift  as  much  as  his  brother  He6lor. 

Cre.  Is  he  fo  young  a  man,  ana  fo  old  a  lifter  ? 

Pan.  But,  to  prove  to  you  that  Helen  loves  him  ;• — fhe 
camej  and  puts  me  her  white  hand  to  his  cloven  chin,- =• 

Cre.  'Juno  have  mercy ! — How  came  it  cloven? 

Pa7i:  Why,  you  know,  'tis  dim.pled;  I  think  his  fmil- 
ing  becomes  him  better  than  any  man  in  ail  Phrygia. 

Cre.  O,  he  fmiles  valiantly. 

Pan.   Does  he  not  ? 

Cre.  O,  yes ;  an  'twere  a  cloud  in  autumn; 

Pan,  Why,  go  to  then  ;  But,  to  prove  to  you  that 

Helen  loves  Troilus 

Cre.  Troilus  will  ftahdto  the  proof,  if  you'll  prove  it  fo. 

Pan.  Troilus!  why,  he  efteems  her  no  more  than  I 
efleem  an  addle  egg. 

Cre.  If  you  love  an  addle  egg  as  well  as  you  love  an 
idle  head,  you  would  eat  chickens  i'  the  fhell. 

Pcin.  I  cannot  chufe  but    laugh,    to   think  how  fhe 

tickled 
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tickled  his  chin  ; — Indeed,   fhe  has  a  marvellous  whittf 
hand,  I  muft  needs  confefs. 

Cre.  Without  the  rack. 

Pan.  And  fhe  takes  upon  her  to  fpy  a  white  hair  on 
his  chin. 

Cre.  Alas,  poor  chin  !  many  a  wart  is  richer. 

Pan.  But,  there  was  fuch  laughing  ! — Qi_ieen  Hecuba 
laugh'd,  that  her  eyes  run  o'er. 

Cre.  With  mill-ilones. 

Pan.  And  Caflandra  laUgh'd. 

Cre.  But  there  was  more  temperate  fire  under  the  pot 
of  her  eyes  ; — Did  her  eyes  run  o'er  too  ? 

Pan.  And  He6lor  laugh'd. 

Cre.  At  what  was  all  this  laughing  r 

Pan.  Marry,  at  the  white  hair  that  Helen  fpied  on 
Troilus'  chin. 

Cre.  An't  had  been  a  green  hair  I  fhould  have  laugh'd 
loo. 

Pan.  They  laugh'd  not  fo  much  at  the  hair,  as  at  his 
pretty  anfwer. 

Cre,  What  was  his  anfwer  ? 

Pan.  Qiioth  fhe.  Here's  hut  one-and-fifty  hairs  on  your 
chin,  and  one  of  them  I s  vjhite. 

Cre.  This  is  her  queftion. 

Pan.  That's  true ;  make  no  queflion  of  that.  One- 
and-fifty  hairs,  quoth  he,  and  one  white  !  That  white  hair 
is  my  father,  and  all  the  reft  are  hisfons.  Jupiter !  quoth 
fhe,  which  of  thefe  hairs  is  Paris,  my  hujhand  I'  The  forked 
one,  quoth  he  ;  pluck  it  out^  and  give  it  him.  But,  there 
was  fuch  laughing !  and  Helen  fo  blufh'd,  and  Paris  fo 
chaf  d,  and  all  the  refl  fo  laugh'd,  that  it  pafs'd. 

Cre.  So  let  it  now  \  for  it  has  been  a  great  while  going 
by. 

Pan.  Well,  coufin,  I  told  you  a  thing  yeflerday  ;  think 
on*t. 

Cre.  So  I  do. 

Pan.  I'll  be  fworn,  'tis  true ;  he  will  weep  you,  an 
'twere  a  man  born  in  April.  [Sound a  Retreat. 

Cre.  And  I'll  fpring  up  in  his  tears,  an  'twere  a  nenlc 
againft  May. 

Pat^ 
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Pan.  Hark,  they  are  coming  from  the  field  :  Shall  we 
iland  up  here,  and  fee  them,  as  they  pafs  tov/*ird  IHum  ^ 
good  niece,  do  ;  fweet  niece  Creffida. 

Cre.  At  your  pleafure^ 

Pan.  Here,  here,  here's  an  excellent  place ;  here  we 
may  fee  moil  bravely:  I'll  tell  you  them  all  by  their 
names,  as  they  pafs  by  ;  but  mark  Troilus  above  the  reft,- 

JE'bi E  AS  pa ffes  over  the  Stage. 

Cre,  Speak  not  fo  loud. 

Pah.  That's  ^neas  ;  Is  not  that  a  brave  man  ?  he^s 
one  of  the  flowers  of  Troy,  I  can  tell  you :  But  mark 
Troilus;  you  iliall  fee  anoii. 

Cre.  Who's  that  ? 

An  TENOR  paJJ}s  over. 

Pan.  That's  Antenor ;  he  has  a  fhrewd  wit,  I  can  tel^ 
you  ;  and  he's  a  man  good  enough  :  he's  one  o'  the  found- 
eft  judgment  in  Troy,  v/hofoever ;  and  a  proper  man  of 
perfon  : — When  comes  Troilus? — I'll  fliew  you  Troilus 
anon  ;  if  he  fee  me,  you  fliall  fee  him  nod  at  me. 

Cre.   Will  he  give  you  the  nod  .^ 

Pan.    Youfhailfee. 

Cre.  If  he  do,  the  rich  fhail  have  more* 

Hector pajj"es  over. 

Pan.  That's  Hedor,  that,  that,  look  you,  that :  There's 
a  fellow  ! — Go  thy  way,  Heftor  ; — There's  a  brave  man, 
niece. — O  brave  He6lor  i — Look,  how  he  looks  1  there's 
a  countenance  :  Is't  not  a  brave  man  ? 

Cre.  O,  a  brave  man! 

Pan.  Is  a'  not  ?  It  does  z  man's  heart  good — Look 
you,  what  hacks  are  on  bis  helmet  ?  look  you  yonder,  do 
you  fee  ?  look  you  there  !  There's  no  jefting ;  laying  on  j 
take't  off  who  will,  as  they  fay:  there  be  backs  ; 

Cre.  Be  thofe  v/ith  fwords  ? 

Faris  paj/es  over. 

Pan.  Swords  !  any  thing,  he  cares  not :  an  the  devil 
come  to  him,  it's  all  one  :  By  god's  lid,  it  does  one's  heart 

good; 
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good  : — Yonder  comes  Paris,  yonder  comes  Paris  !  look 
you  yonder,  niece  :  Is't  not  a  gallant  man  too,  is't  not?— - 
Why,  this  is  brave  now. — Who  faid,  he  came  home  hurt 
to-day?  he's  not  a  hurt:  why,  this  will  do  Helen's  heart 
good  now.  Ha  !  'would  I  could  fee  Troilus  now  1 — you 
ihall  fee  Troihis  anon, 
Cre.  Who's  that  ? 

Helenus  paffes  over. 

Fan,  That's  Helenus, — I  marvel,  where  Troilus  is  i — - 
That's  Helenus  ; — I  think  he  went  not  forth  to-day  ; — - 
That's  Helenus. 

Cre.  Can  Helenus  tight,  uncle  ? 

Fan.  Helenus  ?  no  ;— yes,  he'll  fight  indifferent  well  : 
— I  marvel  where  Troilus  is  ! — Hark  !  do  you  not  hear 
the  people  cry,  Troilus!  Helenus  is  a  prieft. 

Cre,  What  fneaking  fellow  comes  yonder  ? 

Troilus  pajfes  over. 

Pan.  Where  ?  yonder  ?  that's  Deiphobus :  'Tis  Tro- 
ius  !  there's  a  man,  niece!— — Hem! — Brave  Troilus  I 
the  prince  of  chivalry  ! 

Cre,  Peace,  for  ihame,  peace  I 

Pan.  Mark  him  ;  note  him  ; — O  brave  Troilus  I — look 
-well  upon  him,  niece;  look  you,  how  his  fword  is 
bloody 'd,  and  his  helm  more  hack'd  than  Hedlor's  :  And 
how  he  looks,  and  how  he  goes  ! — O  admirable  youth  !  he 
ne'er  faw  three-and-twenty.  Go  thy  way,  Troilus,  go" 
thy  way  ;  had  I  a  fifter  were  a  grace,-^or  daughter  a  god- 
defb,  he  fhould  take  his  choice.  O  admirable  man  \ 
Paris  ! — Paris  is  dirt  to  him  ;  and,  I  warrant,  Helen,  ta 
change,  would  give  an  eye  to  boot. 

Enter  Soldiers y  ^c, 

Cre.  Here  come  more. 

Pan.  Alfes,  fools,  dolts!  chaff  and  bran,  chaff  and 
bran  !  porridge  after  m^eat !  I  could  live  and  die  i'  the  eyes 
of  Troilus.  Ne'er  look,  ne'er  look  ;  the  eagles  are  gone  ;- 
crows  and  daws,  crows  and  daws  !  I  had  rather  be  fuch  si 
man  as  Troilus,  than  Agamemnon  and  all  Greece. 

Cre^ 
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Cre,  There  is  among  the  Greeks  Achilles  ;  a  better 
man  than  Troilus. 

Pan.  Achilles!  a  dray-man,  a  porter,  ^  very  camel. 

Cre.  Well,  well. 

Pan.  Well,  well! — Why,  have  you  any  difcretion  ? 
have  you  any  eyes  ?  Do  you  know  what  a  man  is  ?  Is 
not  birth,  beauty,  good  fhape,  difcourfe,  manhood,  learn- 
ing, gentlentfs,  virtue,  youth,  liberality,  and  fuch  like, 
the  rpice  and  fait  that  feafon  a  man  r 

Cre.  Ay,  a  minc'd  man :  and  then  to  be  bak'd  with  no 
date  in  the  pye, — for  then  the  man's  date  is  out. 

Pan.  You  are  fuch  a  woman!  one  knov/s  not  at  what 
ward  you  lie. 

Cre.  Upon  my  back,  to  defend  my  belly ;  upon  my 
wit,  to  defend  my  wiles ;  upon  my  fecrecy,  to  defend 
mine  honefty ;  my  mafk,  to  defend  my  beauty  ;  and  you, 
to  defend  all  thefe  :  and  at  all  thefe  wards  I  lie,  at  a 
thoufand  watches. 

Pun.  Say  one  of  your  watches, 

Cre.  Nay,  I'll  watch  you  for  that ;  and  that's  one  of 
the  chiefeft  of  them  too :  if  I  cannot  ward  what  I  would 
not  have  hit,  I  can  watch  you  for  telling  how  I  took  the 
blow ;  unlefs  it  fwell  paft  hiding,  and  then  it  is  pail 
watching. 

Enter  Troii.\J^^  Boy. 

Boy.  Sir,  my  lord  would  inftantly  fpeak  with  you. 
Pan.  Where  ?  • 

Boy.  At  your  own  houfe  ;  there  he  unarms  him. 
Pan.  Good  boy,  tell  him  I  come  [Exit  Boy'].  I  doubt 
he  be  hurt. — Fare  ye  well,  good  niece. 
Cre.  Adieu,  uncle. 
Pan.  I'll  be  with  you,  niece,  by  and  by. 

Cre.  To  bring,  uncle, 

Pan.  Ay,  a  token  from  Troilus. 

Cre,  By  the  fame  token — you  are  a  bawd.- 


[Exit  Pandarus. 
Words,  vows,  gifts,  tears,  and  love's  full  facrifice. 
He  offers  in  another's  enterprize: 
But  more  in  Troilus  thoufand  fold  I  fee 
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Than  in  the  glafs  of  Pandar's  praife  may  be  ; 
Yet  hold  I  off.     Women  are  angels,  wooing  ; 
Things  won  are  done,  joy's  foul  lies  in  the  doing  ; 
That  fhe  belov'd  knows  nought,  that  knows  not  this^ — ^ 
Men  pri'ze  the  thing  ungain'd  more  than  it  is : 
That  fhe  was  never  yet,  that  ever  knew 
JLove  got  fo  fweet,  as  when  defire  did  fue  : 

Therefore  this  maxim  out  of  love  I  teach, 

Atchievement  is  command ;  ungain'd,  befeech : 
Then  though  my  heart's  content  firm  love  doth  bear. 
Nothing  of  that  fhall  from  mine  eyes  appear.  [^Exif^ 


SCENE     III.     The  Grecian  Camp. 

Trumpets,     Enter  Agamemnon,  Nestor,   Ulysses/ 
Menelaus,  with  others* 

Aga.  Princes, 
What  grief  hath  fet  the  jaundice  on  your  cheeks  ? 
The  ample  propofition,  that  hope  makes 
In  all  defigns  begun  on  earth  below. 
Fails  in  the  promis'd  largenefs  :  checks  and  difafters 
Grow  in  the  veins  of  actions  highefl  rear'd  ; 
As  knots,  by  the  conflux  of  meeting  fap, 
Infecl  the  found  pine,  and  divert  his  grain, 
Tortive  and  errant,  from  his  courfe  of  growth»= 
Nor,  princes,  is  it  matter  new  to  us. 
That  we  come  ihort  of  our  fuppofe  fo  far, 
That,  after  feven  years'  liege,  yet  Troy  walls  fland  5 
Sith  every  a(9tion  that  hath  gone  before. 
Whereof  we  have  record,  trial  did  draw 
Bias  and  thwart,  not  anfwering  the  aim. 
And  that  unbodied  figure  of  the  thought 
That  gave't  fuvmifed  lliape.     Why  then,  you  princes';^ 
Do  you  with  cheeks  abalh'd  behold  our  works  ; 
And  think  them  fhames,  which  are,  indeed,  nought  elfe 
But  the  protra6live  trials  of  great  Jove, 
To  find  perfiflive  conftancy  in  men  ? 
The  finenefs  of  which  metal  is  not  found 
In  fortune's  love  :  for  then,  the  bold  and  coward. 
The  wife  and  fool,  the  artifl  and  unread, 

Ths 
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The  hard  and  foft,  feem  all  affin'd  and  kin  % 
But,  in  the  wind  and  tempeft  of  her  frown, 
Di(l:in6tion,  with  a  broad  and  powerful  fan, 
Puffing  at  all,  winnows  the  light  away  : 
And  what  haih  mafs,  or  matter,  by  itfelf 
Lies  rich  in  virtue,  and  unmingled. 

Ne/i.  With  due  obfervance  of  thy  godlike  feat. 
Great  Agamemnon,  Neftor  Ihall  apply 
Thy  lateft  words.     In  the  reproof  of  chance 
Lies  the  true  proof  of  men  :  The  fea  being  fmoothj 
How  many  fhallow  bauble-boats  dare  fail 
LTpon  her  patient  breaft,  making  their  way 
With  thofe  of  nobler  bulk  ? 
But  let  the  ruffian  Boreas  once  enrage 
The  gentle  Thetis,  and,  anon,  behold 
The  ftrong-ribb'd  bark  through  liquid  mountains  cut^ 
Bounding  between  the  two  moiii  elements. 
Like  Pcrfeus'  borfe  :  Where's  then  the  faucy  boat, 
Whofe  weak,  untimber'd  fides  but  even  now 
Co  rivaird  greatnefs  ?  either  to  harbour  fled. 
Or  made  a  toaft  for  Neptune.     Even  fo 
Doth  valour's  lliew,  and  valour's  v/orth,  divide 
In  ftorms  of  fortune  :   For,  in  her  ray  and  brightnefs. 
The  herd  hath  more  annoyance  by  the  brize, 
Than  by  the  tyger:   but  when  fpiitting  winds 
Make  flexible  the  knees  of  knotted  oaks. 
And  flies  flee  under  ihade,  Why,  then,  the  thing  of  cou- 
rage, 
As  rouz'd  with  rage,  with  rage  doth  fympathize. 
And  with  an  accent  tun'd  in  felf-fame  key. 
Returns 'to  chiding  fortune. 

UlyJ/]  Agamemnon, — 
Thou  great  commander,  nerve  and  bone  of  Greece, 
Heart  of  our  numbers,  foul  and  only  fpirit. 
In  whom  the  tempers  and  the  minds  of  all 
Should  be  fliut  up, — hear  what  UlyflTes  fpeaks. 
Befides  the  applaufe  and  approbation, 
The  which, — moft  mighty  for  thy  place  and  fway, — 
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And  thou,  moft  reverend  for  thy  flretch'd-out  life, — 

[To  Nestor, 
I  give  to  both  your  fpeeches, — w^hich  were  fuch. 
As  Agamemnon  and  the  hand  of  Greece 
Should  hold  up  high  in  brafs  ;  and  fuch  again. 
As  venerable  Neftor,  hatch 'd  in  filver, 
Should  with  a  bond  of  air  (ftrong  as  the  axle-tree 
On  which  heaven  rides)  knit  all  the  Greekilh  ears 
To  his  experienc'd  tongue, — yet  let  it  pleafe  both, — 
Thou  great, — and  wife, — to  hear  UlyiTes  fpeak. 

Jga.  Speak,  prince  of  Ithaca  !  and  be't  of  lefs  expect 
That  matter  needlcfs,  of  importlefs  burden. 
Divide  thy  lips  ;  than,  we  are  confident. 
When  rank  Therfu.es  opes  his  maftiff  jaws. 
We  fiiall  hear  mufic,  wit,  and  oracle. 

UI)jff]  Troy,  yet  upon  her  balis,  had  been  down. 
And  the  great  He6lor's  fword  had  lack'd  a  mafter. 
But  for  thefe  inifances. 
The  fpecialty  of  rule  hath  been  negle6led  ; 
And,  look,  how  many  Grecian  tents  do  ftand 
Hollow  upon  this  plain,  fo  many  hollow  factions. 
When  that  the  general  is  not  like  the  hive. 
To  whom  the  foragers  fhall  all  repair. 
What  honey  is  expecfed  r   Degree  being  vizarded, 
The  unworthieft  Ihews  as  fairly  in  the  maik. 
The  heavens  themfelves,  the  planets,  and  this  centre, 
Obferve  degree,  priority,  and  place, 
Infifture,  courfe,  proportion,  feafon,  form, 
Office,  and  cullom,  in  all  line  of  order  : 
And  therefore  is  the  glorious  planet,  Sol, 
In  noble  eminence  enthron'd  and  fpher'd 
Amidft  the  other  ;  whofe  med'cinable  eye 
Con"e6ls  the  ill  afpe£ls  of  planets  evil, 
And  pofts,  like  the  commandment  of  a  king, 
Sans  check,  to  good  and  bad  :  But,  when  the  planets. 
In  evil  mixture,  to  diforder  wander, 

What  plagues,  and  what  portents  ?  what  mutiny  ?  _ 

What  raging  of  the  fea  ?  Ihaking  of  earth  ? 
Commotion  m  the  winds  r  frights,  changes,  horrors. 
Divert  and  crack,  rend  and  deracinate 

The 
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The  unity  and  married  calm  of  ftates 
Quite  from  their  fixture  r  O !  when  degree  is  fhak'd^ 
Which  is  the  ladder  to  all  high  defigns, 
The  enterprize  is  fick!  How  could  communities. 
Degrees  in  fchools,  and  brotherhoods  in  cities, 
Peaceful  commerce  from  dividable  Ihores, 
The  primogenitive  and  due  of  birth, 
Prerogative  of  age,  crowns,  fceptres,  laurels,  ' 

But  by  degree,  itand  in  authentic  place  ? 
Take  but  degree  away,  untune  that  ftring. 
And,  hark,  what  difcord  follows  !  each  thing  meets 
In  mere  oppugnancy  :  The  bounded  waters 
Should  lift  their  bofoms  higher  than  the  ihores. 
And  make  a  fop  of  all  this  foJid  globe  : 
Strength  fhoukl  be  lord  of  imbecility. 
And  the  rude  fon  fhould  ftrike  his  father  dead : 
force  fhould  be  right  ;   or,  rather,  right  and  wrong 
(Between  whofe  endlefs  jar  juflice  refides) 
Should  lofe  their  names,  and  fo  fliould  juflice  too. 
Then  every  thing  includes  itfelf  in  power. 
Power  into  will,  will  into  appetite  j 
And  appetite  an  univerfal  wolf, 
So  doubly  feconded  with  will  and  power, 
Muft  make,  perforce,  an  univerfal  prey. 
And,  lafl,  eat  up  himfelf.     Great  Agamemnon, 
This  chaos,  when  degree  is  fufFocate, 
Follows  the  choking. 
And  this  negledion  of  degree  it  is. 
That  by  a  pace  goes  backward,  with  a  purpofe 
It  hath  to  climb  :  The  general's  difdain'd 
By  him  one  ftep  below  ;  he,  by  the  next; 
That  next,  by  him  beneath  :   fo  every  flepj, 
Exampled  by  the  firft  pace  that  is  Tick 
Of  his  fuperior,  grows  to  an  envious  f^ver 
Of  pale  and  bJoodlefs  emulation  : 
And  'tis  this  fever  that  keeps  Troy  on  foot. 
Not  her  own  finews.     To  end  a  tale  of  length, 
Troy  in  our  weaknefs  flands,  not  in  her  flrength. 
A'V/?.  Moft  wifely  hath  UiylTes  here  difcover'd 
^he  figver  whereof  all  our  power  is  fick. 


iS'  TROILUS    AND    CRESSIDA. 

Aga,  The  nature  of  the  licknefs  found,  Ulylles, 
What  is  the  remedy  ? 

Uhj]\  The  great  Achilles, — whom  opinion  crowns 
The  linew  and  the  forehand  of  our  holl, — 
Having  his  ear  full  of  his  airy  fame. 
Grows  dainty  of  his  worth,  and  in  his  tent 
Lies  mocking  our  defigns  :  With  him,  Patroclus, 
Upon  a  lazy  bed,  the  live-long  day 
Breaks  fcurril  jefts ; 

And  with  ridiculous  and  aukward  action 
(Which,  ftanderer,  he  imitation  calls) 
He  pageants  us.     Sometime  great  Agamemnon, 
Thy  toplefs  deputation  he  puts  on  ; 
And,  like  a  ilrutting  player, — whofe  conceit 
Lies  in  his  ham~ftring,  and  doth  think  it  rich 
To  hear  the  v/ooden  dialogue  and  found 
^Tv/ixt  his  ftretch'd  footing  and  the  fcafFoldage, 
Such  to-be-pitied,  and  o'er-refted  feeming. 
He  afts  thy  greatnefs  in  :  and  when  he  fpeaks, 
"^Tis  like  a  chime  a-mending  ;  with  terms  unfquar'd. 
Which,  from  the  tongue  of  roaring  Typhon  drop'd. 
Would  feera  hyperboles.     At  this  fufty  ftufF, 
The  large  Achilles,  on  his  prefs'd  bed  Idling, 
From  his  deep  cheft  laughs  out  a  loud  applaufe  ; 

Cries — Excellent ! — lis  Agamemnon  juji  ! 

Nozv  play  me  Nejlor  ; — hemy  and Jiroke  thy  heard ^ 
As  he^  being  'dreji  to  Jome  oration. 

That's  done  ; as  near  as  the  extremefl  ends 

Of  parallels  ;  as  like  as  Vulcan  and  his  wife : 

Yet  good  Achiles  ftili  cries.  Excellent  I 

^Tis  JSIeJior  right  I  Now  play  him  me^  Patroclus^ 

Arming  ta  aujwer  in  a  night  alarm. 

And  then,  forfooth,  the  faint  defects  of  age 

Muft  be  the  fcene  of  mirth  ;  to  cough  and  fpit. 

And  with  a  palfy-fumbling  on  his  gorget. 

Shake  in  and  out  the  rivet : and  at  this  fport 

Sir  Valour  dies  ;  cries,  O  ! — enoughy  Patroclus  ! — - 
Or  give  me  ribs  ofjleel!  I poaJl  fplit  all 
In  pleafure  of  my  f pie  en  !     And  in  this  fafhion, 
All  our  abilities,  gifts,  natures,  (hapes, 


SeveraU 


TROIElJS    AND    CRESSIDA.  I9 

Severals  and  generals  of  grace  exa6t, 
Atchievements,  plbts,  orders,  preventions. 
Excitements  to  the  field,  or  fpeech  for  truce, 
Succefsi  or  lofs,  what  is,  or  is  not,  ferves 
As  ftufF  for  thefe  two  to  make  paradoxes. 

l^efl.  And  in  the  imitation  of  thefe  twain 
(Whom,  as  Ulyffes  fays,  opinion  crOwns 
With  an  imperial  voice)  many  are  infefl; 
Ajax  is  grown  felf-will'd  ;  and  bears  his  head 
In  fuch  a  rein,  in  full  as  proud  a  place 
As  broad  Achilles :  keeps  his  tent  like  him  ; 
Makes  factious  feafts  ;  rails  on  our  ftate  of  war 
JBold  as  an  oracle :   and  fets  Therfites 
(A  flave,  whofe  gall  coins  flanders  like  a  mint) 
To  match  us  in  comparifons  with  dirt; 
To  tveaken  and  difcredit  our  expofure. 
How  rank  foever  rounded  in  with  danger* 

UlyJI'.  They  tax  our  policy,  and  call  it  cowardice  ; 
Count  v^ifdom  as  no  member  of  the  war  ; 
Foreftal  prefcience,  and  efteem  no  a6t 
But  that  of  hand  :  the  iHU  and  mental  parts, — 
That  do  contrive  how  many  hands  fhall  ftrike. 
When  fitnefs  calls  them  on  ;  and  know,  by  meafure 
Of  their  obfervant  toil,  the  enemy's  weight, — 
Why,  this  hath  not  a  finger's  dignity; 
They  call  this — bed-work,  mappery,  clofet-war  : 
So  that  the  ram,  that  batters  down  the  wall. 
For  the  great  fwing  and  rudenefs  of  his  poize. 
They  place  before  his  hand  that  made  the  engine ; 
Or  thofe,  that  with  the  finenefs  of  their  fouls 
By  reafon  guide  his  execution, 

Neft.  Let  this  be  granted,  and  Achilles'  horfe 
Makes  rnany  Thetis'  fons.  \_Trumpet  founds, 

Aga.  What  trumpet  \  look,  Menelaus. 

Men,  From  Troy. 

Enter  ^neas. 

Aga,  What  would  you  'fore  our  tent  ? 

jEne.  Is  this  great  Agamemnon's  tent,  I  pray  you  ? 

Aga.  Even  this.  . 
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jEne.  May  one,  that  is  a  herald,  and  a  prince. 
Do  a  fair  melfage  to  his  kingly  ears  ? 

Aga.   With  furety  flrongcr  than  Achilles'  arm 
Tore  all  the  Greekifh  heads,  which  with  one  voice 
Call  Agamemnon  head  and  general. 

^ne.   Fair  leave,  and  large  fecurity.     How  may 
A  rtranger  to  thofe  moft  imperial  looks 
Know  them  from  eyes  of  other  mortals  ? 

Aga.  How? 

uEne.  I  aik,  that  I  might  waken  reverence. 
And  bid  the  cheek  be  ready  with  a  blulh 
Modeit  as  morning,  when  Hie  coldly  eyes 
The  youthful  Phoebus  :  . 

Which  is  that  god  in  office,  guiding  men  ? 
Which  is  the  high  and  mighty  Agamemnon  ? 

Jga.  This  Trojan  fcorns  us  ;  or  the  men  of  Troy 
Are  ceremonious  courtiers. 

JEne.  Courtiers  as  free,  as  debonair,  unarm 'd. 
As  bending  angels  ;  that's  their  fame  in  peace  : 
But  when  they  would  feem  foldiers,  they  have  galls. 
Good  arms,  ftrong  joints,  true  fwords ;  and,  Jove's  ac^ 

cord. 
Nothing  fo  full  of  heart.     But  peace,  i^neas. 
Peace,  Trojan  ;  lay  thy  finger  on  thy  lips  ! 
The  worthinefs  of  praife  diftains  his  worth. 
If  that  the  prais'd  himfelf  bring  the  praife  forth  : 
But  what  the  repining  enemy  commends. 
That  breath  fame  blows ;  that  praife,  fole  pure,  tran- 
fcends. 

Aga,  Sir,  you  of  Troy,  call  you  yourfelf  iEneas  ? 

Mne,  Ay,  Greek,  that  is  my  name. 

Jga,  What's  your  affair,  I  pray  you  ? 

JEne.  Sir,  pardon  ;  'tis  for  Agamemnon's  ears. 

Aga,  He  hears  nought  privately  that  comes  from  Troy. 

Mne.  Nor  I  from  Troy  come  not  to  whifper  him  ; 
I  bring  a  trum.pet  to  awake  his  ear  ; 
To  fet  his  fenfe  on  the  attentive  bent. 
And  then  to  fpeak. 

Aga.  Speak  frankly  as  the  wind  ; 
It  is  not  Agamemnon's  fleeping  hour  : 

That 
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That  thou  fhak  know,  Trojan,  he  is  awake- 
He  tells  thee  fo  himfelf, 

Mne.  Trumpet,  blow  loud. 
Send  thy  brafs  voice  through  all  thefe  lazy  tents  ; — 
And  every  Greek  of  mettle,  let  him  know. 
What  Troy  means  fairly,  Ihall  be  fpoke  aloud. 

\Tru  mpetsfo  und. 
We  have,  great  Agamemnon,  here  in  Troy 
A  prince  callkl  He6lor,  Priam  is  his  father. 
Who  in  this  dull  and  long-continu'd  truce 
Is  rufty  grow^n  ;  he  bade  me  take  a  trumpet. 
And  to  this  purpofe  fpeak.     Kings,  princes,  lords! 
If  there  be  one,  am^ong  the  fair'ft  of  Greece, 
That  holds  his  honour  higher  than  his  eafe  ; 
That  feeks  his  praife  more  than  he  fears  his  peril  5 
That  knows  his  valour,  and  knows  not  his  fear  ; 
That  loves  his  miftrefs  more  than  in  confeffion 
(With  truant  vows  to  her  own  lips  he  loves). 
And  dare  avow^  her  beauty,  and  her  worth. 
In  other  arms  than  hers, — to  him  this  challengei 
Hector,  in  view  of  Trojans  and  of  Greeks, 
Shall  make  it  good,  or  do  his  beft  to  do  it: 
He  hath  a  lady,  wifer,  fairer,  truer. 
Than  ever  Greek  did  compafs  in  his  arms  ; 
And  will  to-mOrrow  with  his  trumpet  call, 
Mid- way  between  your  tents  and  walls  of  Troy, 
To  roufe  a  Grecian  that  is  true  in  love  : 
if  any  come,  He6lor  fhall  honour  him  ; 
If  none,  he'll  fay  in  Troy,  when  he  retires. 
The  Grecian  dames  are  fun-burn 'd,  and  not  worth 
The  fplinter  of  a  lance.     Even  fo  much. 

Aga.  This  Iliall  be  told  our  lovers,  lord  ^neas  ; 
If  none  of  them  have  foul  in  fuch  a  kind. 
We  left  them  all  at  home :  But  we  are  foldiers  ; 
And  may  that  foldidr  a  mere  recreant  prove. 
That  means  not,  hath  not,  or  is  not  in  love ! 
If  then  one  is,  or  hath,  or  means  to  be. 
That  one  meets  Heclor ;  if  none  elfe,  I  am  he. 

Neji.  Tell  him  of  Nedor,  one  that  was  a  m.an 
When  Hedor's  grandfire  fuck'd  :  he  is  old  now  ; 

C  2  But, 
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But,  if  there  be  not  in  our  Grecian  hoft 
One  noble  man  that  hath  one  fpark  of  fire 
To  anfwer  for  his  love,  Tell  him  from  me — 
I'll  hide  my  filver  beard  in  a  gold  beaver, 
And  in  my  vantbrace  put  this  v\qther'd  braw^n  ; 
And,  meetmg  him,  will  tell  him,  That  my  lady 
Was  fairer  than  his  grandame,  and  as  chafte 
As  may  be  in  the  world  :    His  youth  in  flood, 
I'll  pawn  this  truth  with  my  three  drops  of  blood, 
^*   JEne.  Now  heavens  forbid  fuch  fcarcity  of  youth ! 

Ulyff,  Amen. 

Aga.  Fair  lord  .^neas,  let  me  touch  your  hand  ; 
To  our  pavilion  ihall  I  lead  you,  fir. 
Achilles  Ihall  have  word  of  this  intent  ; 
So  fhall  each  lord  of  Greece,  from  tent  to  tent  :• 
Yourfelf  fhall  feaft  with  us  before  you  go. 
And  find  the  welcome  of  a  noble  foe.  \Exeunt. 

Manent  Ulysses  and  Nestor. 

Vlyjf.  "Neftor 

JsJeJi.  What  fays  Ulyflfes  ? 

TJUff'  I  have  a  young  conception  in  my  brain. 
Be  vou  my  time  to  bring  it  to  fome  fhape. 

h'eft.  Whatis't? 

Vlyjf.  This  'tis  : 
Blunt  wedges  rive  hard  knots :  The  feeded  pride 
That  hath  to  its  maturity  blown  up 
In  rank  Achilles,  mufl:  or  now  be  cropt, 
Or,  {heading,  breed  a  nurfery  of  like  evil. 
To  over-bulk  us  all. 

Neft.  Well,  and  how  ? 

Vlyff.  This  challenge  that  the  gallant  Hetlor  fends. 
However  it  is  fpread  in  general  name. 
Relates  in  purpofe  only  to  Achilles. 

A'V/?.  The  purpofe  is  perfpicuous  even  as  fubftance, 
Whofe  groifnefs  little  characters  fum  up  : 
And,  in  the  publication,  make  no  flrain. 
But  that  Achilles,  were  his  brain  as  barren 
As  banks  of  Libya, — though,  Apollo  knows, 
'Tis  dry  enough, — will  with  great  fpeed  of  judgment. 

Ay, 
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Ay,  with  celerity,  find  Hedor's  purpofe 
Pointing  on  him. 

UlyJJ'.  And  wake  him  to  the  anfvver,  think  you? 

Aw?.    Yes,    'tis   moft   meet  :    Whom    may   you  elfe 
oppofe. 
That  can  from  He6lor  bring  thofe  honours  off. 
If  not  Achilles  ?  Though't  be  a  fportful  combat. 
Yet  in  this  trial  much  opinion  dwells  ; 
For  here  the  Trojan  talte  our  dear'il  repute 
With  their  fin'lT:  palate:  And  truft  to  me,  UlyfTes, 
Our  imputation  (hall  be  oddly  pois'd 
In  this  wild  action  :   for  the  fuccefs,  ' 

Although  particular,  fliall  give  a  fcantling 
Of  good  or  bad  unto  the  general ; 
And  in  fuch  indexes,  although  fmall  pricks 
To  their  fubfequent  volumes,  there  is  feen 
The  baby  figure  of  the  giant  mafs 
Of  things  to  come  at  large.     It  is  fuppos'd. 
He,  that  meets  He6lor,  ilfues  from  our  choice  : 
And  choice,  being  mutual  a6f  of  all  our  fouls. 
Makes  merit  ner  election  ;  and  doth  boil, 
As  'twere  from  forth  us  all,  a  man  diftiU'd 
Out  of  our  virtues  ;  who  mifcarrying, 
What  heart  receives  from  hence  a  conqu'ring  part, 
To  fleel  a  ftrong  opinion  to  themfelves  t 
Which  entertain'd,  limibs  are  in  his  inftruments, 
In  no  lefs  working,  than  are  fwords  and  bows 
Direftive  by  the  limbs. 

UlyJJ'.  Give  pardon  to  my  fpeech  ; — 
Therefore  'tis  meet  Achilles  meet  not  He6lor. 
Let  us,  like  merchants,  fhew  our  fouleft  wgres, 
And  think,  perchance,  they'll  fell ;  if  not. 
The  luftre  of  the  better  fhall  exceed,  / 

By  fhewing  the  worft  firft.     Do  not  confent. 
That  ever  He6lor  and  Achilles  meet ; 
For  both  our  honour  and  our  Ihame,  in  this, 
Are  dogg'd  with  two  ftrange  followers. 

Neji.  I   fee  them  not  with  my  old  eyes  :    What  are 
they? 

UlyJJ.  What  glory  our  Achilles  fhares  from  Heaor, 

Were 
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Were  he  not  proud,  we  all  fhould  fhare  with  him  ; 

But  he  already  is  too  infolent  ; 

And  we  were  better  parch  in  Afric  fun, 

Than  in  the  pride  and  fait  fcorn  of  his  eyes. 

Should  he  'fcape  He^lor  fair  :   If  he  were  foil'd. 

Why,  then  we  did  our  main  opinion  crufh 

In  taint  of  our  bed  man.     No,  make  a  lottery ; 

And,  by  device,  let  blockijfh  Ajax  draw 

The  fort  to  fight  with  He6lor  :  Among  ourfelves^ 

Give  him  allowance  as  the  better  man, 

For  that  will  phyfic  the  great  Myrmidon, 

Who  broils  in  loud  applaufe  ;  and  make  him  fall 

His  creft,  that  prouder  than  blue  Iris  bends. 

If  the  dull,  brainlefs  Ajax  come  fafe  off. 

We'll  drefs  him  up  in  voices  :   If  he  fail. 

Yet  go  we  under  our  opinion  ft  ill. 

That  we  have  better  men.     But,  hit  or  mifs. 

Our  projecSl's  life  this  fhape  of  fenfe  alTumes, — =- 

Ajax,  em.ploy'd,  plucks  down  Achilles' plumes, 
Neji,  UlyiTes, 

Now  I  begin  to  relifh  thy  advice  ; 

And  I  will  give  a  tafte  of  it  forthwith 

To  Agamemnon  :  go  we  to  him  ftraight. 

Two  curs  fliall  tame  each  other ;  Pride  alone 

Muft  tarre  the  maftiffs  on,  as  'twere  their  bone.     [_Ex€unU 


ACT      II. 

SCENE     I.      The  Grecian  Camp.. 
Enter  Ajax  ^;7^Thersites. 

Ajax, 

Thersites— — 

77?^r.  Agamemnon — how  if  he   had  boils?    full,   all 
over,  generally  ? 

Jjax.  T  her  lues 


Iher.  And  thofe  boils  did  run  ! — Say  fo, did  not 

the  general  run  then  ;  v»ere  not  that  a  botchy  core  ? 

Ajax, 
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Ajax,  Dog — 

Ther.  Then  there  would  come  fome  matter  from  him  ; 
I  fee  none  now. 

Ajax.  Thou  bitch-wolf's  fon,  canil:  thou  not  hear? 
Feel  then.  [ Strikes  him. 

Ther.  The  plague  of  Greece  upon  thee,  thou  mungxel 
beef-witted  lord  ! 

Ajax.  Speak  then,  thou  unfalted  leaven,  fpeak :  I  will 
beat  thee  into  handfomenefs. 

Ther.  I  fhall  fooner  rail  thee  into  wit  and  holincfs  : 
but,  I  think,  thy  horfe  will  fooner  con  an  oration,  than 
thou  learn  a  prayer  without  book.  Thou  canil  ftrike, 
canft  thou  r  a  red  murrain  o'  thy  jade's  tricks  ! 

Ajax.  Toads- (tool,  learn  me  the  proclamation. 

Ther.  Doil  thou  think  I  have  no  fenfe,  thou  ftrik'ft  me 
thus  ? 

Ajax.  The  proclamation — — 

Ther.  Thou  art  proclaim'd  a  fool,  I  think. 

Ajax.  Do  not,  porcupine,  do  not ;  my  fingers  itch. 

Ther.  I  would  thou  didfl:  itch  from  head  to  foot,  and  I 
had  the  fcratching  of  thee ;  I  would  make  thee  the  loath- 
fomeft  fcab  in  Greece.  When  thou  art  forth  in  the  in- 
curfions,  thou  ftrikeft  as  flow  as  another. 

Ajax.  I  fay,  the  proclamation— — 

Ther.  Thou  grumblefl  and  railed  every  hour  on 
Achilles  ;  and  thou  art  as  full  of  envy  at  his  greatnefs,  as 
Cerberus  is  at  Proferpina's  beauty,  ay  that  thou  bark'fl 
at  him. 

Ajax.  Miflrefs  Therfites ! 

Ther.  Thou  fhould'ft  flrike  him. 

Jjax.  C  obi  oaf! 

Ther.  He  would  pun  thee  into  Ihivers  with  his  fifl,  as 
a  failor  breaks  a  bifcuit. 

Ajax.  You  whorefon  cur  !  [^Beating  him. 

Ther.   Do,  do. 

Ajax.  Thou  ftool  for  a  witch  ! 

Ther.  Ay,  do,  do  ;  thou  fodden-witted  lord  !  thou  hafl 
no  more  brain  than  I  have  in  my  elbows  ;  an  aflinego 
may  tutor  thee  :  Thou  fcurvy  valiant  afs !  .thou  art  here 
put  to  thrafli  Trojans  \  and   thou  art   bought   and   fold 

among 
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among  thofe  of  any  wit,  like  a  Barbarian  Have.  If  thou 
ufe  to  beat  me,  I  will  begin  at  thy  heel,  and  tell  what 
thou  art  by  inches,  thou  thing  of  no  bowels,  thou  ! 

Ajax.   You  dog! 

Ther.   You  fcurvy  lord  1 

Ajax .   Y  o  u  c  u  r !  [Beating  him , 

•    ner.  Mars  his  ideot  !  do,  rudenefs  ;  do,  camel  \  do,  do. 

Enter  Achilles  and  Patroclus. 

AchU.  Why,  how  now,  Ajax  ?  wherefore  do  you  thus? 
How  now,  Therfites  ?  what's  the  matter,  m_an? 

Ther.  You  fee  him  there,  do  you  r 

Afhil.  Ay;  What's  the  matter? 

Ther.  Nay,  look  upon  him. 

Ach'iL  So  I  do  ;  What's  the  matter  ? 

Ther.  Nav,  but  regard  him  well. 

AchiL  Weil,  whyl  do  fo. 

Ther.  But  yet  ydu  look  not  well  upon  him  :  for,  who- 
foever  you  take  him  to  be,  he  is  Ajax. 

Ach'tl.   I  know  that,  fool. 

Ther.  Ay,  but  that  fool  knov/s  not  himfelf. 

Ajax.  Therefore  I  beat  thee. 

Ther.  Lo,  lo,  lo,  lo,  what  modicums  of  wit  he  utters  ! 
his  evafions  have  ears  thus  long.  I  have  bobb'd  his  brain 
more  than  he  has  beat  my  bones :  I  will  buy  nine  fpar- 
rovs^s  for  a  penny,  and  his  pia  mater  is  not  worth  the 
ninth  part  of  a  fparrow.  This  lord,  Achilles,  Ajax,— 
"who  wears  his  wit  in  his  belly,  and  his  guts  in  his  head,,— 
I'll  tell  vou  what  I  fay  of  him. 

AchiL  What  ? 

Ther.   I  fay,  this  Ajax 

AchiL  Nay,  gocd  Aja^i:. 

[AjAX  offers  tojirike  him^  Achilles  interpnfes^. 

Ther.   Has  not  fo  much  wit 

AchiL  Nay,  I  mufi:  hold  you. 

Ther.  As  will  ftop  the  eye  of  Helen's  needle,  for  whom 
he  comes  to  ficht. 

AchiL   Peace,  fool ! 

Ther.  I  would  have  peace  and  quietnefs,  but  the  fool 
"vvill  not ;  he  there  \  that  he  \  look  you  there. 

AjaXi 
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Ajax.  O  thou  damned  cur!   I  fliall 

AchiL  Will  you  fet  your  wit  to  a  fool's  ? 
Ther.  No,  I  warrant  you  ;  for  a  fool's  will  fhame  it. 
Patr.   G  >od  words,  Therfites. 
AchiL   What's  che  quarrel  ? 

Ajax.   I  bade  the  vile  owl  go  learn  me  the  tenor  of  the 
proclamation,  and  he  rails  upon  me. 
Ther.   I  ferve  thee  not. 

Ajax.   Well,  go  to,  go  to.  ' 

Ther,  I  ferve  here  voluntary. 

Achil.  Your  laft  fervice  was  fufFerance,  'twas  not  vo- 
luntary ;  no  man  is  beaten  voluntary  :  Ajax  was  here  the 
voluntary,  and  you  as  under  an  imprefs. 

Ther.   Even   fo  ;— a  great  deal   of  your  wit  too  lies  in 
your  hnews,  or  elfe  there  be  liars.     Hedor  fhall  have  a 
great  catch,  if  he  knock  out  either  of  your  brains  ;  a' 
were  as  good  crack  a  fufty  nut  with  no  kernel. 
Achil.  What,  with  me  too,  Therfites  ? 
Ther.  There's  UlyfTes  and  old  Neftor, — whofe  wit  was 
mouldy  ere  your  grandfires  had  nails  on  their  toes, — -yoke 
you  like  draft  oxen,  and  make  you  plough  up  the  war. 
AchiL  What,  what  ? 

Ther.  Yes,  good  footh  :  To,  Achilles!  to,  Ajax!  to! — 
Ajax.   I  111  all  cut  out  your  tongue. 
Ther.  'Tis  no  matter ;  I  fhall  fpeak  as  much  as  thou, 
afterwards. 

Patr.  No  more  words,  Therfites  ;  peace. 
Ther.   I  will  hold  my  peace  when  Achilles'  brach  bids 
me,  fnall  I  ? 

AchiL  There's  for  you,  Patroclus. 

Ther.  i  will  fee  you  hang'd  like  clodpoles,  ere  I  come 
any  more  to  your  tents  ;  I  will  keep  where  there  is  wit 
ftirring,  and  leave  the  faction  of  fools.  ^Exit, 

Patr.   A  good  riddance. 

AchiL  Marry  this,  fir,  is  proclaim'd  through  all  our 
hoft: 
That  Hedor,  by  the  fifth  hour  of  the  fun. 
Will,  with  a  trumpet,  'twixt  our  tents  and  Troy, 
To-morrow  morning  call  fome  knight  to  arms, 

.  That 
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That  hath  a  ftomach  ;  and  fuch  a  one,  that  dare 
Maintain — I  know  not  what  ;  'tis  trafh  :  Farewell. 

Ajax.   Farewell.     Who  ihall  anfwer  him  ? 

Achil.  I  know  not,  it  is  put  to  lottery ;  otherwife. 
He  knew  his  man. 

Ajax.  O,  meaning  you  : — Pll  go  learn  more  ©f  it. 

\^Exeunt^ 

SCENE     II.      Troy.     Priam'j  Palace. 

Enter  Priam,   Hector,  Troilus,   Paris,   and 

Helenus. 

PW.  After  fo  many  hours,  lives,  fpeeches  fpent. 
Thus  once  again  fays  Neftor  from  the  Greeks  \ 
Deliver  Helen,  and  all  damage  elfe — 
As  honour  y  lojs  of  time ,  travel,  expence. 
Wounds ,  friends ,  and  what  elfe  dear  that  is  confwnd 
In  hot  digcftion  of  this  cormorant  war — 
Shall  be firuck  off: — Heftor,  what  fay  you  to^t  ? 

HcSl.  Though  no  man  lelfer  fears  the  Greeks  than  I, 
As  far  as  toucheth  my  particular,  yet. 
Dread  Priam, 

There  is  no  lady  of  more  fofter  bowels, 
More  fpungy  to  fuck  in  the  fenfe  of  fear. 
More  ready  to  cry  out — fVho  knows  zvhat follows  ? 
Than  Heftor  is  :  The  wound  of  peace  is  furety, 
Surety  fecure  ;  but  modeft  doubt  is  call'd 
The  beacon  of  the  wife,  the  tent  that  fearches 
To  the  bottom  of  the  worft.     Let  Helen  go  : 
Since  the  firft  fword  was  drawn  about  this  queflion, 
Every  tithe  foul,  'mongft  many  thoufand  difmes. 
Hath  been  as  dear  as  Helen  \  I  mean,  of  ours  : 
If  we  have  loft  fo  many  tenths  of  ours. 
To  guard  a  thing  not  ours  ;  not  v/orth  to  us. 
Had  it  our  name,  the  value  of  one  ten  ; 
What  merit's  in  that  reafoh,  which  denies 
The  yielding  of  her  up  ? 

Troi.   Fie,  fie,  my  brother! 
Weigh  you  the  worth  and  honour  of  a  king, 

*  So 
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So  great  as  our  dread  father,  in  a  fcale 

Of  common  ounces  I  will  you  with  counters  fum 

The  paft  proportion  of  his  infinite  ? 

And  buckle-in  a  waift  moft  fathomlefs. 

With  fpans  and  inches  fo  diminutive 

As  fears  and  reafons  ?  fie,  for  godly  fhame  ! 

He/.  No  marvel^  though  you  bite  fo  (harp  at  reafons^ 
You  are  fo  empty  of  them.     Should  not  our  father 
Bear  the  great  fway  of  his  affairs  with  reafons, 
Becacfe  your  fpeech  hath  none,  that  tells  him  fo  ? 

Troi.  You  are  for  dreams  and  {lumbers,  brother  priefl:^ 
You  fur  your  gloves  with  reafon.     Here  are  your  reafons; 
You  know,  an  enemy  intends  you  harm  ; 
You  know,  a  fword  employ 'd  is  perilous. 
And  reafon  flies,  the  objedl  of  all  harm  : 
Who  marvels  then,  when  Helenus  bellolds 
A  Grecian  and  his  fword,  if  he  do  fet 
The  very  wings  of  reafon  to  his  heels  ; 
And  fly  like  chidden  Mercury  from  Jove^ 
Or  like  a  fl:ar  dis-orb'd  ? — Nay,  if  we  talk  of  reafori. 
Let's  (hut  our  gates,  and  fleep  :   Manhood  and  honour 
Should  have  hare  hearts,  would  they  but  fat  their  thoughts 
With  this  cramm'd  reafon :  reafon  and  rcfpecl 

Make  livers  pale,  and  luftyhood  deje6t. 

He<^.  Brother,  ilie  is  not  worth  what  fhe  doth  coft 

The  holding. 

Troi.  What  is  aught,  but  as  'tis  valu'd  r 
Hecf.  But  value  dwells  not  in  particular  will  5 

It  holds  his  eftimate  and  dignity 

As  well  wherein  'tis  precious  of  itfelf. 

As  in  the  prizer  :   'tis  mad  idolatry, 

To  m.ake  the  fervice  greater  than  the  god  ; 

And  the  will  dotes,  that  is  inclinable 

To  what  infedioufly  itfelf  afFecls, 

Without  fome  image  of  the  aifedied  merit. 
Troi.  I  take  to-dav  a  wife,  and  m.v  Gle6lion 

Is  led  on  in  the  conduct  of  my  will ; 

My  will  enkindled  by  mine  eyes  and  ears. 

Two  traded  pilots  'twixt  the  dangerous  fliores 

Qf  v/ill  and  judgment :  How  may  I  avoid, 

Although 


3©  TROILUS    AND    CRESSIDA* 

Although  my  will  dillafte  what  it  ele6led. 

The  wife  I  chofe  ?   there  can  be  no  evafion 

To  blench  from  this,  and  to  ftand  firm  by  honour  : 

We  turn  not  back  the  filks  upon  the  merchant 

When  we  have  foil'd  them  ^  nor  the  remainder  viands 

We  do  not  throw  in  unrefpe61ive  fieve, 

Bepaufe  we  now  are  full.      It  was  thought  meet, 

Paris  fhould  do  fome  vengeance  on  the  Greeks: 

Your  breath  of  full  confent  belly'd  his  fails  ; 

The  feas  and  winds  (old  wrangler^)  took  a  truce. 

And  did  him  fcrvice:   he  touch'd  the  ports  defir'd; 

And,  for  an  old  aunt,  whom  the  Greeks  held  captive, 

He  brought  a  Grecian  queen,  whofe  youth  and  frefhnefs 

Wrinkles  Apollo's,  and  makes  pale  the  morning. 

Why  keep  v/e  her  ?  the  Grecians  keep  our  aunt : 

Is  fhe  worth  keeping?   why  Ihe  is  a  pearl, 

Whofe  price  hath  launch'd  above  a  thoufand  lliips. 

And  turn'd  crown'd  kings  to  merchants. 

If  you'll  avouch,  'twas  v/ifdom  Paris  went 

(As  you  muft  needs,  for  you  all  cry'd — GoygoJ^ 

If  you'll  confefs,  he  brought  home  noble  prize, 

(As  you  muft  needs,  for  you  all  clapp'd  your  hands. 

And  cry'd — Inejihnable  ! )  why  do  you  now 

The  illue  of  your  proper  wifdoms  rate  ; 

And  do  a  deed  that  fortune  never  did, 

Beggar  the  eftimation  which  you  priz'd 

Richer  than  fea  and  land  r  O  theft  moft  bafe  ; 

That  w-^e  h^ve  ftolen  what  we  do  fear  to  keep! 

But  thieves,  unworthy  of  a  thing  fo  ftolen. 

That  in  their  country  did  them  that  difgrace. 

We  fear  to  warrant  in  our  native  place ! 

CaJ,  \PFithin.~\  Cry,  T'ojaqs,  pry  ! 

Pri.  What  noife  ?  what  Ihriek  is  this  ? 

Troi.  'Tis  our  m^ad  fifter,  I  do  knov/  her  voice. 

Caf.   [_Withi7j.~]  Cry,  Trojans! 

He^.   It  is  Calfandra. 

Enter'  Cassandra,  raving, 

CaJ.  Cry,  Trojans,  cry  !  lend  me  ten  thoufand  eyes. 
And  I  v/ill  fill  them  with  prophetic  tears. 
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Hed.  Peace,  filler,  peace. 

Caf.  Virgins  and  boys,  mid-age  and  wrinkled  elders. 
Soft  infancy,  that  nothing  canft  but  cry. 
Add  to  my  clamours !  let  us  pay  betimes 
A  mo'ety  of  that  mafs  of  moan  to  come. 
Cry,  Trojans,  cry  !  praflife  your  eyes  with  tears  I 
Troy  mufl  not  be,  nor  goodly  Ilion  ftand  ; 
Our  fire-brand  brother,  Paris,  burns  us  all. 
Cry,  Trojans,  cry!  a  Helen,  and  a  woe  ; 
Cry,  cry,  Troy  burns,  or  elfe  let  Helen  go.  \_Exit, 

Heel.  Now,  youthful  Troilus,  do  not  thefe  high  Itrains 
Of  divination  in  our  lifter  work 
Some  touches  of  remorfe  ?  or  is  your  blood 
So  madly  hot,  that  no  difcourfe  of  reafon. 
Nor  fear  of  bad  fuccefs  in  a  bad  caufe. 
Can  qualify  the  fame  r 

Troi.  Why,  brother  Hedor, 
We  may  not  think  the  juftnefs  of  each  adl 
Such  and  no  other  than  event  doth  form  it ; 
Nor  once  deje61:  the  courage  of  our  minds, 
Becaufe  Calfandra's  mad  ;  her  brain-fick  raptures 
Cannot  diftafte  the  goodnefs  of  a  quarrel, 
Which  hath  our  feveral  honours  all  engag'd 
To  make  it  gracious.      For  my  private  part, 
I  am  no  more  touch'd  than  all  Priam's  fons  : 
And  Jove  forbid,  there  ihould  be  done  amongft  us 

Such  things  as  would  offend  the  v/eakeft  fpleea 
To  fight  for  and  maintain  ! 

Par.  Elfe  might  the  world  convince  of  levity 

As  well  my  undertakings,  as  your  counfels  : 

But  I  atteft  the  gods,  your  full  confent 

Gave  wings  to  my  propenfion,  and  cut  off 

All  fears  attending  on  fo  dire  a  project. 

For  what,  alas!  can  thefe  my  fmgle  arms  ? 

What  propugnation  is  in  one  man's  valour. 

To  ftand  the  pufh  and  enmity  of  thofe 

This  quarrel  would  excite  ?   Yet,  I  proteft. 

Were  I  alone  to  pafs  the  difficulties, 

And  had  as  ample  power  as  I  have  will, 

Paris 
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Paris  fhould  ne'er  retra<5l  what  he  hath  done. 
Nor  faint  in  the  purfuit. 

P/-/.  Paris,  you  fpeak 
Like  one  befotted  on  your  fweet  delights  : 
You  have  the  honey  flill,  but  thefe  the  gall ; 
So  to  be  valiant  is  no  praife  at  all. 

Par.  Sir,  I  propofe  not  merely  to  myfelf 
The  pleafures  fuch  a  beauty  brings  with  it ; 
But  I  would  have  the  foil  of  her  fair  rape 
Wip'd  off,  in  honourable  keeping  her. 
What  treafon  were  it  to  the  ranfack'd  queen, 
Difgrace  to  your  great  worths,  and  fliame  to  me. 
Now  to  deliver  her  poflellion  up, 
On  terms  of  bafecompulfion  ?  can  it  be, 
That  fo  degenerate  a  ftrain  as  this 
Should  once  fet  footing  in  your  generous  bofoms  } 
1  here  s  not  the  meaneft  fpirit  on  our  party, 
Without  a  heart  to  dare,  or  fvvord  to  draw. 
When  Helen  is  defended  ;  nor  none  fo  noble, 
Whofe  life  were  ill  beftow'd,  or  death  unfam'd. 
Where  Helen  is  the  fubjed: :  then,  I  fay. 
Well  may  we  fight  for  her,  whom,  we  know  well. 
The  world's  large  fpaces  cannot  parallel. 

He£i.  Paris,  and  Troilus,  you  have  both  faid  well  | 
And  on  the  caufe  and  queftion  now  in  hand 
Have  gloz'd  but  fuperficially  ;   not  much 
Unlike  young  men,  whom  Ariflotle  thought 
Unfit  to  hear  moral  philofophy  : 
The  reafons  you  allege,  do  more  conduce 
To  the  hot  paffion  of  diftemper'd  blood, 
Than  to  make  up  a  free  determination 
Twixt  right  and  wrong :   For  pleafure,  and  revetige^ 
Have  ears  more  deaf  than  adders  to  the  voice 
Of  any  true  decifion.     Nature  craves. 
All  dues  be  render'd  to  their  owners  :  Nov/ 
What  nearer  debt  in  all  humanity, 
Than  wife  is  to  the  hufband?   If  this  law 
Of  nature  be  corrupted  through  affection  ; 
And  that  great  minds,  of  partial  indulgence 
-To  their  benumbed  wills,  refill  the  fame ; 

l^herc 
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There  is  a  law  in  each  well-order'd  nation. 
To  curb  thofe  raging  appetites  that  are 
Moft  difobedient  and  refractory. 

If  Helen  then  be  wife  to  Sparta's  king, 

As  it  is  known  flie  is, thefe  moral  laws 

Of  nature,  and  of  nations,  fpeak  aloud 

To  have  her  back  returned  :  Thus  to  perfiO: 

In  doing  wrong,  extenuates  not  wrong, 

But  makes  it  much  more  heavy.     Hedor's  opinion 

Is  this,  in  way  of  truth  :  yet,  ne'erthelefs. 

My  fprightly  brethren,  I  propend  to  you 

In  refolution  to  keep  Helen  ilill ; 

For  'tis  a  caufc  that  hath  no  mean  dependance 

Upon  our  joint  and  feveral  dignities. 

Troi.  Why,  there  you  touch'd  the  life  of  our  defign  : 
Were  it  not  glory  that  we  more  affected 
Than  the  perform.ance  of  our  heaving  fpleens, 
I  would  not  wifh  a  drop  of  Trojan  biood 
Spent  more  in  her  defence.     But,  worthy  He6lor, 
She  is  a  theme  of  honour  and  renown  : 
A  fpur  to  valiant  and  magnanimous  deeds  ; 
Whofe  prefent  courage  may  beat  down  our  foes. 
And  fame,  in  time  to  come,  canonize  us : 
For,  I  prefume,  brave  Heftor  would  not  lofe 
So  rich  advantage  of  a  promis'd  glory, 
As  fmiles  upon  the  forehead  of  this  action, 
For  the  wide  world's  revenue. 

He^.   I  am  your's, 

You  valiant  offspring  of  great  Priamus. 

I  have  a  roifting  challenge  fent  amongft 

The  dull  and  factious  nobles  of  the  Greeks, 

Will  ftrike  amazement  to  their  drov/zy  fpirits  : 

I  was  advertis'd  their  great  general  flept, 

Whilft  emulation  in  the  army  crept  ; 

This,  I  prefume,  will  Vfake  himc  [_Ex£unt» 
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SCENE    III.     The  Grecian  Camp,     AcHiLLEs'  Tent. 

Enter  Thersites. 

How  now,  Therfites  ?  what,  loft  in  the  labyrinth  of  thy 
fury  r  Shall  the  elephant  Ajax  carry  it  thus  ?  he  beats  me, 
and  I  rail  at  him  :  O  worthy  fatisfa(Slion  !  'would  it  were 
otherwife,  that  I  could  beat  him,  whilft  he  raiFd  at  me  : — 
''Sfoot,  I'll  learn  to  conjure  and  raife  devils,  but  Y\\  fee 
fome  iffue  of  my  fpiteful  execrations.  Then  there's 
Achilles, — a  rare  engineer.  If  Troy  be  not  taken  'till 
thefe  two  undermine  it,  the  walls  will  ftand  'till  they  fall 
of  themfelves.  O  thou  great  thunder-darter  of  Olympus, 
forfyet  that  thou  art  Jove  the  king  of  gods  \  and,  Mercury, 
lofe  all  the  ferpentine  craft  of  thy  Caduceus  ;  if  ye  take  not 
that  little  little  lefs-than-little  wit  from  them  that  they 
have  !  which  fhort-arm'd  ignorance  itfelf  knows  is  fo 
abundant  fcarce,  it  will  not  in  circumvention  deliver  a  fly 
from  a  fpider,  without  drawing  the  malfy  iron,  and  cut- 
tine  the  web  !  After  this,  the  vengeance  on  the  whele 
camp  !  or,  rather,  the  bone-ache  !  for  that,  methinks,  is 
the  curfe  dependant  on  thofe  that  war  for  a  placket. 
I  have  faid  my  prayers  ;  and  devil  Envy,  fay  Amen.  What> 
ho  !  my  lord  Achilles  ! 

Enter  Patroclus. 
Fatr,  Who's  there  ?  Therfites  ?  Good  Therfites,  come 

in  and  rail. 

TZvr.  If  I  could  have  remember'd  a  gilt  counterfeit, 
thou  wouldft  not  have  llipp'd  out  of  my  contemplation  : 
but  it  is  no  matter,  Thyfelf  upon  thyfelf !  The  common 
curfe  of  nrtankind,  folly  and  ignorance,  be  thine  in  great 
revenue  !  heaven  blefs  thee  from  a  tutor,  and  difcipline 
come  not  near  thee!  Let  thy  blood  be  thy  diredion  'till 
thy  death  !  then  if  fhe,  that  lays  thee  out,  fays — Thou  art 
a  fair  corfe,  I'll  be  fvvorn  and  fworn  upon't,  fhe  never 
fhrouded  any  but  lazars.     Amen.     Where's  Achilles? 

Patr.  What,  art  thou  devout  r   waft  thou  in  prayer? 

Ther,  Ay  :  The  heavens  hear  me ! 

Enter 
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£«/^r  Achilles. 

Achil,  Who's  there  ? 

Patr.  Therfites,  my  lord. 

Ackil.  Where,  where,  where  ? — Art  thpu  come?  Why, 
tny  cheefe,  my  digeftion,  why  halt  thou  not  ferv'd  tiiyfelf 
in  to  my  table  fo  many  meals  r    Come ;     what's    Aga- 


memnon 


Ther.  Thy  commander,  Achilles  ;— -Then  tell  me^ 
Patroclus,  what's  Achilles  ? 

Patr,  Thy  lord,  Therfites  ;  Then  tell  me,  I  pray  thee, 
what's  thyfelf  ? 

Ther.  Thy  knower,  Patroclus ;  Then  tell  me,  Patro- 
clus, what  art  thou  ? 

Patr,  Thou  may 'ft  tell,  that  know'ft. 

Achih  O,  tell,  tell. 

Ther,  I'll  decline  the  whole  queftion.  Agamemnon 
commands  Achilles  ;  Achilles  is  my  lord ;  I  am  Patro- 
clus' knower  ;  and  Patroclus  is  a  fool. 

Patr,  You  rafcal ! 

T'her.  Peace,  fool  ;  I  have  not  done. 

Achil.  He  is  a  privileg'd  man. — Proceed,  Therfites. 

Ther.  Agamemnon  is  a  fool  ;  Achilles  is  a  fool  ;  Ther- 
fites is  a  fool ;  and,  as  aforefaid,  Patroclus  is  a  fool. 

Achil.   Derive  this  :  come. 

Th^.r,  Agamemnon  is  a  fool  to  offer  to  command 
Achilles  ;  Achilles  is  a  fool  to  be  commanded  of  Aga- 
memnon ;  Therfites  is  a  fool  to  ferve  fuch  a  fool^  and 
Patroclus  is  a  fool  pofitive. 

Patr.  Why  am  I  a  fool  ? 

Ther.  Make  that  demand  of  the  prover. It  fufficee 

me  thou  art.     Look  you,  w^ho  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Agamemnon,  Ulysses,  Nestor,  Diomedes, 

and  A}  AX, 

Achil.  I'll  fpeak  with  nobody: — Come  in  with  me, 
Therfites.  \^Exif, 

Ther.  Here  is  fuch  patchery,  fuch  juggling,  and  fuch 
knavery !  all  the  argument  is — a  cuckold,  and  a  whore  ; 
a  good  quarrelj  to  draw  emulous  fadions,  and  bleed  to 

D  death 
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death  upon.     Now  the  ^xy  ferpigo  on  the  fubjc£l !  and 
war,  and  lechery,  confound  all !  \J^xit, 

Aga,  Where  is  Achilles  ? 

Patr.  Within  his  tent ;  but  ill-difpos'd,  my  lord. 

Aga.  Let  it  be  known  to  him,  that  we  are  here. 
He  fhent  our  mefTengers ;  and  we  lay  by 
Our  appertainments,  vifiting  of  him  : 
Let  him  be  told  fo  ;  left,  perchance,  he  think 
We  dare  not  move  the  queftion  of  our  place,. 
Or  know  not  what  we  are. 

Fatr,  I  (hall  fo  fay  to  him.  \_Exit, 

Ulyjf.  We  faw  him  at  the  opening  of  his  tent : 
He  is  not  fick. 

Ajax,  Yes,  lion-fick,  fick  of  a  proud  heart:  you  may 
call  it  melancholy,  if  you  will  favour  the  man  ;  but,  by 
my  head,  'tis  pride:  But  why,  why:  let  him  fhew  us  a 
caufe. — A  word,  my  lord.  [To  Agamemnon, 

Neji,  What  moves  Ajax  thus  to  bay  at  him  ? 

UlyJJ'.  Achilles  hath  inveigled  his  fool  from  him. 

Neft.  Who?  Therfites? 

VlyJ,  He. 

NejL  Then  will  Ajax  lack  matter,  if  he  have  loft  his 
argument. 

Ulyff.  No  ;  you  fee,  he  is  his  argument,  that  has  his 
argument ;  Achilles. 

Nefl.  All  the  better  ;  their  fra6lion  is  more  our  wifh, 
than  their  fadion  :  But  it  was  a  ftrong  compofure,  a  fool 
could  difunite. 

Ulyff,  The  amity  that  wifdom  knits  not,  folly  may 
eafily  untie.     Here  comes  Patroclus, 

Re-enter  Patroclus, 

Neft.  No  Achilles  with  him. 

Ulyjf.  The  elephant  hath  joints,  but  none  for  eourteiy; 
His  legs  are  for  neceftity,  not  for  flexure. 

Patr.  Achilles  bids  me  fay — he  is  much  forry. 
If  any  thing  more  than  your  fport  and  pleafure 
Did  move  your  greatnefs,  and  this  noble  ftate-. 
To  call  on  him  \  he  hopes  it  is  no  other, 

Buf> 
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But,  for  your  health  and  your  digeflion  fake, 
An  after-dinner's  breatH. 

Aga.  Hear  you,  Patroclus  ; 

We  are  too  well  acquainted  with  thefe  anfwers  % 

But  his  evalion,  wing'd  thus  fwift  with  fcorn. 

Cannot  out-fly  our  apprehenfions.  ; 

Much  attribute  he  hath  ;  and  much  the  reafon 

Why  we  afcribe  it  to  him  :  yet  all  his  virtues,— 

Not  virtuoufly  on  his  own  part  beheld,— 

Do,  in  our  eyes,  begin  to  lofe  their  glofs  ; 

Yea,  like  fair  fruit  in  an  unwholefome  dlih, 

-Are  like  to  rot  untafted.     Go  and  tell  him. 

We  come  to  fpeak  to  him  :  And  you  fhall  not  lln^ 

If  you  do  fay — we  think  him  over-proud j 

And  under-honeft;   in  felf-aifumpticn  greater  j 

Than  in  the  note  of  judgment ;  and  worthier  thaii  hlth- 

felf. 
Here  tend  the  favage  ftrangenefs  he  puts  on ; 
Difguife  the  holy  ftrength  of  their  command^ 
And  under-write  in  an  obferving  kind 
His  humorous  predominance  ;  yea,  watch 
His  pettifh  lunes,  his  ebbs,  his  flows,  as  if  " 

The  pallage  and  whole  carriage  of  this  a£liori 
Rode  on  his  tide.     Goy  tell  him  this  ;  and  add. 
That,  if  he  over-hold  his  price  fo  much, 
-We'll  none  of  him  ;  but  let  him,  like  an  engine 

Not  portable,  lie  under  this  report 

Bring  aftion  hither,  this  cannot  go  to  war: 
A  ftirring  dwarf  we  do  allowance  give 
Before  a  lleeping  giant  : — Tell  him  fo. 

Pair.  I  fhall ;  and  bring  his  anfwer  prefently.    [Exit, 
Aga.   In  fecond  voice  well  not  be  fatisfied. 
We  come  to  fpeak  with  him.— Ulyflfes,  enter  you. 

[^at// Ulysses, 
Ajax,  What  is  he  more  than  another  ? 
Aga,  No  more  than  what  he  thinks  he  is. 
Ajax.  Is  he  fo  much  r  Do  you  not  thinks  he  thinks 
himfelf 
A  better  man  than  I  ? 
Aga,  No  q^^ueftion, 

D  ^  Jjax, 
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Ajax,  Will  you  fubfcribe  his  thought,  and  fay — he  is  ? 

Aga.  No,  noble  Ajax;  you  are  as  Itrong,  as  valiant. 
As  wife,  and  no  lefs  noble,  much  more  gentle. 
And  altogether  more  tradable. 

Ajax.  Why  fhould  a  man  be  proud  ? 
How  doth  pride  grow  r   I  know  not  what  pride  is. 

Aga.  Your  mind's  the  clearer,   Ajax,  and  your  virtue]? 
The  fairer.     He  that's  proud,  eats  up  himfelf : 
Pride  is  his  own  glafs,  his  own  trumpet,  his 
Own  chronicle  ;  and  whate'er  praifes  itfelf 
But  in  the  deed,  devours  the  deed  i'  the  praife. 

Ajax,  I  do  hate  a  proud  man,  as  I  hate  the  engender- 
ing of  toads, 

Nefl.  [Afide.']    And  yet  he  loves  himfelf;    Is  it  not 
{Irange  ? 

Re-enter  Ulysses. 

XJlyJf.  Achilles  wall  not  to  the  field  to-morrovv.. 

Aga.  What's  his  excufe  ? 

UJyJf.  He  doth  rely  on  none  ; 
But  carries  on  the  ftream  of  his  difpofe, 
\Vithout  obfervance  or  refpe6l  of  any. 
In  will  peculiar  and  in  feif-admiiTion. 

Aga.  Why  will  he  not,  upon  our  fair  requeft, 
Untent  his  perfon,  and  fhare  the  air  with  us  ? 

UlyJJ'.  Things  fmall  as  nothing,  for  requeft's  fake  only. 
He  makes  important :  Poileft  he  is  with  greainefs  ; 
And  fpeaks  not  to  himfelf,  but  with  a  pride 
That  quarrels  at  felf  breath  ;  imagin'd  worth 
Holds  in  his  blood  fuch  fvvoln  and  hot  difcourfe. 
That,  'twixt  his  mental  and  his  adive  parts, 
Kingdom'd  Achilles  in  commotion  rages. 
And  batters  down  himfelf:  What  Ihould  I  fay  ? 
He  is  fo  plaguy  proud,  that  the  death  tokens  of  it 
Cry — no  recovery, 

Aga.  Let  Ajax  go  to  him. 

Dear  lord,  go  you  and  greet  him  in  his  tent ; 
*Tis  faid,  he  holds  you  well  ;  and  will  be  led) 
At  your  requeft,  a  little  from  himfelf. 

illyjf,  O  Agamemnon,  let  it  not  be  fo ! 

Well 
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We'll  confecrate  the  fteps  that  Ajax  makes. 

When  they  go  from  Achilles  !  Shall  the  proud  lord, 

That  baftes  his  arrogance  with  his  own  jfeam  j 

And  never  fuffers  matter  of  the  world 

Enter  his  thoughts, — fave  fuch  as  do  revolve 

And  ruminate  himfelf, — fliall  he  be  worfhipp'd 

Of  that  we  hold  an  idol  more  than  he  ? 

No,  this  thrice-worthy  and  right-valiant  lord 

Muft  not  fo  dale  his  palm,  nobly  acquir'd  j 

Nor,  by  my  will,  aflubjugate  his  merit. 

As  amply  titled  as  Achilles  is. 

By  going  to  Achilles  : 

That  were  to  enlard  his  fat-already  pride  ; 

And  add  more  coals  to  Cancer,  when  he  burns 

With  entertaining  great  Hyperion. 

This  lord  go  to  him  !  Jupiter  forbid  ? 

And  fay  in  thunder — AchilleSy  go  to  him  I 

Neft.  O,  this  is  well ;  he  rubs  the  vein  of  him.  \_Aftde, 

Dio.  And  how  his  filence  drinks  up  this  applaufe. 

[_Aftde, 

Ajax.   If  I  go  to  him,  with  my  armed  fift 
J '11  pafh  him  o'er  the  face. 

Aga,  O  no,  you  fhall  not  go. 

Ajax,  An  he  be  proud  with  me,  I'll  pheeze  his  pride: — 
Let  me  go  to  him. 

Ulyff.  Not  for  the  worth  that  hangs  upon  our  quarrel. 

Ajax.  A  paltry  infolent  fellow, 

Neji.  How  he  defcribes  himfelf  I  [AJide. 

Ajax.  Can  he  not  be  fociable  ? 

^hU'  T^^  raven  chides  blacknefs.  \_AJide, 

Ajax.   I'll  let  his  humour's  blood. 

Aga.  He  will  be  the  phyfician  that  fhould  be  the  pa- 
tient. [Afede. 

Ajax.  An  all  men  were  o'  my  mind — 

Ulyff.  Wit  would  be  out  of  fafhion,  \_Aftde, 

Ajax.  He  fhould  not  bear  it  fo, 
He  fliould'eat  fwords  firft  :   Shall  pride  carry  itJ" 


Neft.  An  'twould,  you'd  carry  half. 

UlyJJ'.  He  would  have  ten  fhares. 

Ajax.  I  will  knead  him,  I'll  make  him  fupple  ;-^ 


Afide. 
Afide, 
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Nejl.  He's  not  yet  thorough  warm  :  fofce  him  with 
praifes :  [Afi^f* 

Pour  in,  pour  in ;  his  ambition  is  dry. 

Ulyjf.  My  lord,  you  feed  too  much  on  this  diflike. 

[To  Agamemnon. 

N{ft»  Our  noble  general,  do  not  do  fo. 

Dio,  You  muft  prepare  to  fi^ht  without  Achilles. 

Vi)J/'.  Why,  'tis  this  naming  of  him  does  him  harm, 

Heie  is  a  man But  'tis  before  his  face  ; 

I  will  be  filenc. 

Ndfi.  Wherefore  fhould  you  fo  ? 
He  is  noi.  emulous,  as  Achilles  is. 

Unffl  Know  the  whole  worlds  he  is  as  valiant. 

Jjax.  A  wiiorefon  dog,  that  ihall  palter  thus  with  us! 
*Would  he  were  a  Trojan  ! 

A'-7?.   What  a  vice  were  it  in  Ajax  now 

'O.yff'  If  he  v/ere  proud  ? 

Dio.  Or  covetous  of  praife  ? 

UlyJJ'.  Ay,  or  furly  boin  ? 

Dio.  Or  ftiange,  or  fclf-aiTe<5{:ed  ? 

Ulyjf.  Thank  tlie  heavens,  lord,  thou  art  of  fweet  corq* 
pofure ; 
Praife  him  that  got  thee,  fhe  that  gave  thee  fuck  : 
Fam'd  be  thy  tctor  ;  and  thy  parts  of  nature 
Thrice-fam'd,  beyond ^  beyond  all  erudition  : 
But  he  that  difcipiin'd  thy  arms  to  fight. 
Let  Mars  divide  eternity  in  twain, 
And  give  him  half :  and,  for  thy  vigour. 
Bull-bearing  Ivlilo  his  addition  yield 
T"  finewv  Ajax.     I  will  not  praife  thy  wifdom. 
Winch,  like  a  bourn,  a  pale,  a  fbiore,  confines 
Thv  fpacious  and  dilated  parts  :   Here's  Neftor,-— ' 
Inllruded  by  the  antiquary  Times, 
Jie  muft,  he  is,  he  cannot  but  be  wife  ; — 
EiM.  p  rdon,  father  Neftor,  were  your  days 
As  <^rc^Fn  as  Ajax,  and  your  brain  fo  temper 'd, 
Yon  ih  or  Id  rot  have  the  eminence  of  him,      * 
•Eiii  be  as  Ajax. 

JJnj:.  Shall  I  call  you  father? 

Ne/i.   Ay,  n  y  r^ood  foi*. 

Dio,  Be  rul'd  by  him,  lord  Ajax, 
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Ulyff.  There  is  no  tarrying  here  ;  the  hart  Achilles 
Keeps  thicket.     Pleafe  it  our  great  general 
To  call  together  all  his  (late  of  war ; 
Frefh  kings  are  come  to  Troy :  To-morrow, 
We  muft  with  all  our  main  of  power  ftand  faft : 
And  here's  a  lord, — come  knights  from  eall:  to  w^eft. 
And  cull  their  flower,  Ajax  fhall  cope  the  heft. 
Aga.  Go  we  to  council.     Let  Achilles  fleep  : 
Light  boats  fail  fwift,  though  greater  hulks  draw  deep. 

\Exeunt. 


ACT        IIL 

SCENE     L      Troy,     The  Palace, 
Enter  P A  N D  A  R  u  s  and  a  Servant .     [_Muftc  within .  ] 

Pandarus. 
Friend!  you!  pray  you,  a  word:  Do  not  you  follow 
the  young  lord  Paris  ? 

Serv.  Ay,  fir,  when  he  goes  before  me. 

Pan.  You  do  depend  upon  him,  I  mean. 

Serv.  Sir,  I  do  depend  upon  the  lord. 

Pan.  You  do  depend  upon  a  noble  gentleman  ;  I  mufl 
needs  praife  him. 

Serv.  The  lord  be  praifed  ! 

Pan.  You  know  me,  do  you  not? 

Serv.  'Faith,  fir,  fuperficially. 

Pan.  Friend,  know  me  better ;  I  am  the  lord  Pan- 
darus, 

Serv.  I  hope  I  fhall  know  your  honour  better. 

Pan.  I  do  defire  it. 

Serv,  You  are  in  the  ftate  of  grace. 

Pan.  Grace !  not  fo,  friend  ;  honour  and  lordfliip  are 
my  titles  : — What  mufic  is  this? 

Serv.  I  do  but  partly  know,  fir  :  it  is  mufic  in  parts. 

Pan.  Know  you  the  muficians  ? 

Serv.  Wholly,  fir. 

pan.  Who  play  they  to  ? 

Serv.  To  the  hearers,  fir. 

Pan» 
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Pan.  At  whofe  pleafure,  friend  ? 

Serv.   At  mine,  lir,  and  theirs  that  love  mufic. 

P^n.  Command,  I  mean,  friend. 

Serv.   Who  Ihail  I  command,  fir  ?    ' 

P^n.  Friend,  we  underltand  not  one  another  ;  I  am 
too  courtly,  and  thou  art  too  cunning  :  At  whofe  requeft 
do  tbefe  men  play  ? 

S(^rv.  That's  to't,  indeed,  fir:  Marry,  fir,  at  there- 
qveft  ot  Paris  my  lord,  who  is  there  in  perfon  ;  with  him, 
the  mortal  Venus,  the  heart-blood  of  beauty,  love's  invi- 
fiblc  foul, 

Pan.  Who,  my  coufin  Crefilda  ? 

Serv.  No,  fir,  Helen  ;  Could  you  not  find  oiit  that  by 
her  jrtributes? 

P :n.  It  fhould  feem,  fellow,  that  thou  haft  not  feen 
the  lady  Crelfida.  I  come  to  fpeak  with  Paris  from  the 
prince  Troilus  :  I  will  make  a  complimental  alTault  upon 
him,  for  my  bufinefs  feeths. 

Serv.  Sodden  bufinefs  !  there's  a  ftew*d  phrafe,  indeed  f 

Enter  P A  R I  s  and  Helen,  attended. 

pan.  Fair  be  to  you,  my  lord,  and  to  all  this  fair 
company !  fair  defires,  in  all  fair  meafure,  fairly  guide 
them ! — efpecially  to  you,  fair  queen  1  fair  thoughts  be 
yi  ur  %ir  pillow  ! 

Helen.   Dear  lord,  you  are  full  of  fair  words. 

Pan.  You  fpeak  your  fair  pleafure,  fweet  queen.— 
Fnr  prince,  here  is  good  broken  mufic. 

P <r  You  have  broke  it,  coufin:  and,  by  my  life,  you 
fhall  make  it  whole  again ;  you  fhall  piece  it  out  with  a 
piece  of  your  performance  :  Nell,  he  is  full  of  harmony. 

Pun,  Truly,  lady,  no. 

Helen.  O,  fir, 

Pan.  Rude,  in  footh  ;  in  good  footh,  very  rude. 

Par.  Well  faid,  my  lord  !  well,  you  fay  fo  in  fits. 

Pan.  I  have  bufinefs  to  my  lord,  dear  queen  : — 
My  lord,  will  you  vouchfafe  me  a  word  r 

Hein.  Nay,  this  fhall  not  hedge  us  out;  we'll  hear 
you  fing,  certainly. 

Pan»  Well,  fweet  queen,  you  are  pleafant  with  me.-^ 

But 
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But  (marry)  thus,  my  lord.- My  dear  lord,  and  moft 

efteemed  friend,  your  brother  Troilus 

Helen.    My  lord  Pand?.rus  ;  honey-fwect  lord, 

Pan.  Goto,  fweet  queen,  goto:  commends  himfelf 
moft  afFedionately  to  you. 
.  Helm.  You  fhall  not  bob  us  out  of  our  melody  :  If 
you  do,  our  melancholy  upon  your  head  ! 

Pan.  Sweet  queen,  fweet  queen  ;  that's  a  fweet  queen, 
I  faith. 

Helen.  And  to  make  a  fweet  lady  fad  is  a  four  ofFence- 

Pan,  Nay,  that  fnall  not  ferve  your  turn  ;  that  fhall 
it  not,  in  truth,  la.  Nay,  I  care  not  for  fuch  words ; 
no,  no. — And,  my  lord,  he  defires  you,  that,  if  the  king 
call  for  him  at  fupper,  you  will  make  his  excufe. 

Helen,   My  lord  Pandarus, 

Pan.  What  fays  my  fweet  queen  ?  my  very  very  fweet 
queen  ? 

Par.  What  exploit's  in  hand?  where  fups  he  to-night? 

Helen.  Nay,  but  my  lord, 

Pan.  What  fays  my  fweet  queen  ?  My  coufin  will  fall 
put  with  you. 

Helen.   You  muft  not  know  where  he  fups. 

Par.   ril  lay  my  life,  with  my  difpofer  Crellida. 

Pan.  No,  no,  no  fuch  matter,  you  are  wide;  come, 
your  difpofer  is  fick. 

Par,  Well,  I'll  make  excufe. 

Pan,  Ay,  good  my  lord.  Why  fhould  you  fay— 
GreiTida  ?  no,  your  poor  difpofer's  fick. 

Par.  I  fpy. 

Pan,  You  fpy !  what  do  you  fpy  ? — Come,  give  me 
an  inftrument. — Now,  fweet  queen. 

Helen.   Why,  this  is  kindly  done. 

Pan.  My  niece  is  horribly  in  love  with  a  thing  you 
h;ive,  fweet  queen. 

Helen.  She  fhall  have  it,  my  lord,  if  it  be  not  my  lord. 
Paris. 

Pan.  He  !  no,  fhe'll  none  of  him  ;  they  tw^o  are  twain. 

Helen.  Falling  in,  after  falling  out,  may  make  them 
'  fkree. 

Pan, 
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Pan.  Come,  come,  I'll  hear  no  more  of  this  ;  I'll  fmg 
you  a  fong  now. 

Helen.  Ay,  ay,  pr'ythee  now.  By  my  troth,  fweet 
loH,  thou  halt  a  fine  forehead. 

Pan.  Ay,  you  may,  you  may. 

Helen.  Let  thy  f  jng  be  love :  this  love  will  undo  u^ 
all.     Oh  Cupid,  Cupid,  Cupid  ! 

Pan,   Love !  ay,  tiiat  it  (hall,  i'  faith, 

P^r.  Ay,  good  now,  love,  love,  nothing  but  love. 

Pun.  In  good  troth,  it  begins  fo  : 

Love^  kve,  nothing  but  hveyjiill  morel 

Fcr,  oh,  love's  bow 

Sht^st    hue  \  and  doe  : 

Thejnaft  confounds 

Not  thut  it  wounds^ 
But  tickles  Jir II  the  fore.  ^ 

Xhefe  lovers  cry — Oh  !  oh  !  they  die  I 
let  that  which  feems  the  wound  to  killf 

Doth  turn  oh  I  oh  /  to  ha  I  ha  !  he  ! 
So  dying  love  lives fiill : 

Oh!  Oh  I  a  while,  but  ha  !  ha  !  ha! 

Oh  !  oh  !  groans  out  for  ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

Hey  ho  ! 

Helen.  In  love,  iTaith,  to  the  very  tip  of  the  nofe. 

par.  He  eats  nothing  but  doves,  love :  and  that  breeds 
hot  blood,  and  blood  begets  hot  thoughts,  and  hot 
thoughts  b^get  hot  deeds,  and  hot  deeds  is  love. 

Pin.  Is  this  the  generation  of  love  ?  hot  blood,  hot 
thoughts,  and  hot  deeds? — Why,  they  are  vipers  :  Is  love 
a  generation  of  vipers  ?  Sweet  lord,  who's  a-field  to-day? 

Par.  Hector,  Deiphobus,  Helenus,  Antenor,  and  all 
the  gallantry  of  Troy:  I  would  fain  have  arm'd  to-day,' 
but  my  Neil  would  not   have  it  fo.     How  chance  my 
brother  Troilus  went  not  ? 

Helen.  He  hangs  the  lip  at  fomething ; — you  know 
all,  lord  Pandarus. 

Pan.    Not   I,   honey-fvveet    queen. — I  long  to  hear 

how 
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how  they  fped  to-day.— -You'll  remember  your  brother's 
excufe  r 

Par.  To  a  hair. 

Fan.  Farewell,  fvveet  queeric 

Helen.  Commend  me  to  your  niece. 

Pan.  I  will,  fweet  queen.      \_Exit,     Sound  a  Retreat, 

Par.  They  are  come  from  field  :  let  us  to  Priam's  hall. 
To  greet  the  warriors.     Sweet  Helen,  I  muft  woo  you. 
To  help  unarm  our  He£lor  :  his  ftubborn  buckles. 
With  thefe  your  white  enchanting  fingers  touch'd. 
Shall  more  obey,  than  to  the  edge  of  fteel. 
Or  force  of  Greekifh  fmews  ;  you  fliall  do  more 
Than  all  the  ifland  kings,  difarm  great  He6lor. 

Helen.  'Twill  make  us  proud  to  be  his  fervant,  Parish 
"Yea,  what  he  (hall  receive  of  us  in  duty 
Gives  us  more  pain  in  beauty  than  we  have  ; 
Yea,  over-ihines  ourfelf. 

Par.  Sweet,  above  thought  I  love  thee.  \J£.xeuni^ 

SCENE     II.     Pandarus'  Garden, 

Enter  Pandarus,  and  Troilus'  Man. 

Pan.  How  now  ?  where's  thy  mafter  ?  at  my  coufm 
Creflida's  ? 

Serv,  No,  fir ;  he  ftays  for  you  to  condu6l  him  thither. 

Enter.  Troilus. 

Pan.  O,  here  he  comes. — How  now,  how  now  r 

Troi.  Sirrah,  walk  oiF. 

Pan.  Have  you  feen  my  coufin  ? 

Troi.  No,  Pandarus :   I  ftalk  about  her  door. 
Like  a  ftrange  foul  upon  the  Stygian  banks, 
Staying  for  waftage.     O,  be  thou  my  Charon, 
And  give  me  fwift  tranfportance  to  thofe  fields. 
Where  I  may  wallow  in  the  lily  beds 
Propos'd  for  the  deferver!  O  gentle  Pandarus, 
From  Cupid's  fhoulder  pluck  his  painted  wings. 
And  fly  with  me  to  Crellid  ! 

Pan.    Walk  here  i'the   orchard,    I   will  bring   her 
^Iraight.  \Exit  Pandarus. 

Ttqu 
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Troi.   I  am  giddy;  expe6lation  whirls  me  round. 
The  imaginary  relilh  is  lo  fweet 
That  it  enchants  my  fenfe  :   What  will  it  be, 
When  that  the  wat'ry  palate  laftes  indeed 
Love's  thrice-reputed  ne6lar  r   death,  I  fear  me; 
Swooning  d-flruftion  ;  or  fome  joy  too  fine. 
Too  fubtle-potent,  tun'd  too  iliarp  in  fweetnefs. 
For  the  capacity  ot  my  ruder  powers: 
I  fear  it  much  ;  and  1  do  fear  befides, 
That  I  Ihall  lofe  diilinclion  in  my  joys  ; 
As  doth  a  battle,  when  they  charge  on  heaps 
The  enemy  flying. 

Re-enter  Panda Rus. 

Pan,  She's  making  her  ready,  fhe'U  come  ftraight : 
you  muft  be  watty  now.  She  does  fo  blulh,  and  fetches 
her  wind  fo  fhort,  as  if  the  were  'fray'd  with  a  fprite : 
I'll  fetch  her.  It  is  the  prettiefl:  villain  : — fhe  fetches 
her  breath  as  fliort  as  a  new-ta'en  fparrow. 

\_Exit  Pandarus. 

Trot.  Even  fuch  a  paflion  doth  embrace  my  bofom  : 
My  heart  beats  thicker  than  a  feverous  pulfe  ; 
And  all  my  powers  do  their  beflowing  lofe. 
Like  vaiTalage  at  unawares  encount'ring 
The  eye  of  majefty. 

Enter  Pandarus  ^w^Cressida. 

Pan.  Come,  come,  what  need  you  blufh  ?  fhame's  a 
baby. — Here  fhe  is  now  :  fwear  the  oaths  now  to  her 
that  you  have  fworn  to  me  — What,  are  you  gone  again? 
you  muft  be  watch'd  ere  you  be  made  tame,  muft  you  ? 
Come  your  ways,  come  your  ways ;  an  you  draw  back- 
ward, we'll  put  you  i'  the  files. — Why  do  you  not  fpeak 
to  her  ? — XZ!ome,  draw  this  curtain,  and  let's  fee  your  pic- 
ture. Alas  the  day,  how  loth  you  are  to  offend  day- 
light !  an  'twere  dark,  you'd  clofe  fooner.  So,  fo ;  rub 
on,  and  kifs  the  miflrefs.  How  now,  a  kifs  in  fee-farm! 
build  there,  carpenter  ;  the  air  is  fweet.  Nay,  you  ihall 
fight  your  hearts  out  ere  I  part  you.  The  faulcon  as  the 
jcrcel,  for  all  the  ducks  i'  the  river  ;  go  to,  go  to. 

Troi, 
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TtVi.  You  have  bereft  me  of  all  v/ords,  lady. 

Pan.  Words  pay  no  debts,,  give  her  deeds  :  but  fhe'il 
-bereave  you  of  the  deeds  too,  if  llie  call  your  a6livity  in 
queftion.  iWhat,  billingagain?  here's — In  witnejs where-' 

if  J  the  parties  interchangeably Come  in,  come  in  :  I'll 

go  get  a  fire.  [ifA-zV  Pandarus. 

Cre.  Will  you  walk  in,  my  lord  ?  . 

Troi.  O  Creffida,  how  often  have  I  willi'd  me  thus  ? 

Cre.  Wiih'd,  my  lord  ? — The  gods  grant ! — O  my 
lord! 

Troi.  What  fhould  they  grant  ?  what  makes  this  pretty 
abruption  ?  What  too  curious  dreg  efpies  my  fweet  lady 
in  the  fountain  of  our  love  ? 

Cre.  More  dregs  than  water,  if  my  fears  have  eyes. 

Troi.  Fears  make  devils  of  cherubims  j  they  never  fee 
truly. 

Cre,  Blind  fear,  that  feeing  reafon  leads,  finds  fafer 
footing  than  blind  reafon  ftumbling  without  fear  :  To 
fear  the  worft,  oft  cures  the  worft. 

Troi.  O,  let  my  lady  apprehend  no  fear :  in  all  Cupid's 
pageant  there  is  prefented  no  monfter. 

Cre.  Nor  nothing  monflrous  neither  ? 

Troi.  Nothing,  but  our  undertakings ;  when  we  vow 
to  weep  feas,  live  in  fire,  eat  rocks,  tame  tygers  ;  think- 
ing it  harder  for  our  miftrefs  to  devife  impofition  enough, 
than  for  us  to  undergo  any  difSculty  impofed.  This  is 
the  monftruofity  in  love,  lady, — that  the  will  is  infinite, 
and  the  execution  confin'd  ;  that  the  defire  is  boundlefs, 
and  the  a6t  a  Have  to  limit. 

Cre.  They  fay,  all  lovers  fwear  m.ore  performance 
than  they  are  able,  and  yet  referve  an  ability  that  they 
never  perform  ;  vowing  more  than  the  perfedion  often, 
and  difcharging  lefs  than  the  tenth  part  of  one.  They 
that  have  the  voice  of  lions,  and  the  ad  of  hares,  are  they 
not  monfters  ? 

Troi.  Are  there  fuch  r  fuch  are  not  we  :  Praife  us  as 
we  are  tafled,  allow  us  as  we  prove  ;  our  head  fhall  go 
bare,  'till  merit  crown  it  :  no  perfedion  in  reverfion  Ihall 
have  a  praife  in  prefent  :  we  will  not  name  defert,  be- 
fore his  birth  ;    and,  being  born,  his  addition  fhall  be 

humble. 
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humble.  Few  words  to  fair  faith  :  Troilus  (hall  be  fuclj 
to  Crellid,  as  what  envy  can  fay  worft,  fhall  be  a  mock 
for  his  truth ;  and  what  truth  can  fpeak  trueft,  not  truer 
than  Troilus. 

Cre.  Will  you  walk  in,  my  lord  ? 

Re-enter  Pandarus. 

Pan*  What,  blulhing  ftill  ?  have  you  not  done  talking 
yet? 

Cre,  Well,  uncle,  what  folly  I  commit,  I  dedicate  to 
you. 

Pan.  I  thank  you  for  that ;  if  my  lord  get  a  boy  of 
you,  you'll  give  him  me  s  Be  true  to  my  lord  ;  if  he  flinch, 
chide  me  for  it. 

Trei,  You  know  now  your  hoftages ;  your  uncle's 
word,  and  my  firm  faith. 

Pan  Nay,  I'll  give  my  word  for  her  too ;  our  kindred, 
though  they  be  long  ere  they  are  woo'd,  they  are  conftant, 
being  won  :  they  are  burrs,  I  can  tell  you  ;  they'll  ftick 
•where  they  are  thrown. 

Cre.    Boldnefs    comes  to   me  now,   and   brings   mc 

heart : 

Prince  Troilus,  I  have  lov'd  you  night  and  day 
For  many  weary  months. 

Troi.  Why  was  my  Creffid  then  fo  hard  to  win  ? 

Cre,  Hard  to  feem  won  ;  but  I  was  wjn,  my  lord? 

With  the  firll  glance  that  ever- Pardon  me ; — 

If  I  confefs  much,  you  will  play  the  tyrant. 
I  love  you  now  ;  but  not,  'till  now,  fo  much 

But  I  might  mafter  it : in  faith,  I  lie  j 

My  thoughts  were  like  unbridled  children,  grown 

Too  headftrong  for  their  mother  :  See,  we  fools  \ 

Why  have  I  blabb'd  ?  who  fhall  be  true  to  us, 

When  we  are  fo  unfecret  to  ourfelves  ? 

But,  though  I  lov'd  you  well,  I  woo'd  you  not ; 

And  yet,  good  faith,  I  wifh'd  myfelf  a  man  ; 

Or,  that  we  women  had  men's  privilege 

Of  fpeaking  firft.     Sweet,  bid  me  hold  my  tongue  ; 

For,  in  this  rapture,  I  fhall  furely  fpeak 

The  thing  I  fhall  repent.     See,  fee,  your  filence. 

Gunning. 
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Cunning  in  dumbnefs,  from  my  weaknefs  clraw^ 
My  very  foul  of  counfel  :  Stop  my  mouth. 

froL  And  fhall,  albiet  fweet  mufic  ilfues  thence. 

Pan.   Pretty,  i'faith. 

Gre,  My  lord,  I  do  befeech  you,  pardon  me  ; 
'Twas  not  my  purpofe,  thus  to  beg  a  kifs : 
I  am  afham'd  ; — O  heavens  !  what  have  I  done  ?— 
For  this  tidie  will  I  take  my  leave,  my  lord. 

Troi.  Your  leave,  fweet  CrelTid  ? 

Pan.  Leave?  an  you  take  leave  'till  to-morrow  morn- 
ing,  

Cre.  Pray  you,  content  you. 

Troi,  What  offends  you,  lady  ? 

Cre.  Sir,  mine  own  company. 

Troi.  You  cannot  iliun  yourfelf, 

Cre.  Let  me  go  and  try  : 
I  have  a  kind  of  felf  refides  with  you  ; 
But  an  unkind  felf,  that  itfeif  will  leave. 
To  be  another's  fool.     I  would  be  gone  : 


Where  is  my  wit  ?  I  fpeak  I  know  not  what. 

Troi.  Weil  know  they  what  they  fpeak,  that  fpeak  fo 
wifely. 

Cre.  Perchance,  my  lord,  I  fhew  more  craft  than  love$ 
And  fell  fo  roundly  to  a  large  confeflion, 
To  angle  for  your  thoughts :  But  you  are  wife ; 
Or  elfe  you  love  not  :  P'or  to  be  wife,  and  love. 
Exceeds  man's  might ;  that  dwells  with  gods  above. 

Troi.  O,  that  I  thought  it  could  be  in  a  woman 
(As,  if  it  can,  I  will  prefume  in  you). 
To  feed  for  aye  her  lamp  and  flames  of  love  ; 
To  keep  her  conftancy  in  plight  and  youth. 
Out-living  beauties  outward,  with  a  mind 
That  doth  renew  fwifter  than  blood  decays! 
Or,  that  perfuafion  could  but  thus  convince  me,--^ 
That  my  integrity  and  truth  to  you 
Might  be  affronted  with  the  match  and  weight 
Of  fuch  a  winnow'd  purity  in  love  ; 
How  were  I  then  uplifted  !  but,  alas, 
I  am  as  true  as  truth's  funplicity. 
And  fimpler  than  the  infancy  of  truth* 

Cre^ 
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Cre.  In  that  I'll  war  with  you* 

Troi,  O  virtuous  fight, 
When  right  with  right  wars  who  fhall  be  mofl:  right  \ 
True  fwains  in  love  Ihall,  in  the  world  to  come, 
Approve  their  truths  by  Troilus  :  when  their  rhymes^ 
Full  of  proteft,  of  oath,  and  big  compare, 

Want  fimilies,  truth  tir'd  with  iteration, 

As  true  as  fteel,  as  plantage  to  the  moon, 
As  fun  to  day,  as  turtle  to  her  mate. 

As  iron  to  adamant,  as  earth  to  the  centre, • 

Yet,  after  all  comparifons  of  truth, 
As  truth's  authentic  author  to  be  cited. 
As  true  as  Troilus  fhall  crown  up  the  verfe. 
And  fan6tify  the  numbers. 

Cre.  Prophet  may  you  be  ! 
If  I  be  falfe,  or  fwerve  a  hair  from  truth, 
When  time  is  old  and  hath  forgot  itfelf. 
When  water-drops  have  worn  the  ftones  of  Troy, 
And  blind  oblivion  fwallow'd  cities  up. 
And  mighty  ftates  chara6lerlefs  are  grated 
To  dufty  nothing ;  yet  let  memory, 
From  falfe  to  falfe,  among  falfe  maids  in  love, 
Upbraid  my  falfehood !  when  they  have  faid — as  falfe 
As  air,  as  water,  wind,  or  fandy  earth. 
As  fox  to  lamb,  as  wolf  to  heifer's  calf, 
Pard  to  the  hind,  or  ftep-dame  to  her  fon  ; 
Yea,  let  them  fay,  to  ftick  the  heart  of  falfehood, 
As  falfe  as  Creflid. 

Pan.  Go  to,  a  bargain  made  :  feal  it,  feal  it  ;  I'll  be 

the  witnefs. Here  I  hold  your  hand  ;  here,  my  cou- 

fm's.  If  ever  you  prove  falfe  to  one  another,  fince  1  have 
taken  fuch  pains  to  bring  you  together,  let  all  pitiful 
goers-between  be  called  to  the  world's  end  after  my  name, 
call  them  all — Pandars  ;  let  all  inconftant  men  be  Troi- 
lus's,  all  falfe  women  Crelfid's,  and  all  brokers-between^ 
Pandars!  fay  amen. 

Troi.  Amen. 

Cre.  Amen. 

Fan.  Amen       Whereupon  I  will  fhew  you  a  bed- 
chamber^ 
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chamber;  which  bed,  becaufe  it  fhall  not  fpeak  of  your 
pretty  encounters,  prefs  it  to  death  :   away. 
And  Cupid  grant  all  tongue-ty'd  maidens  here, 
Bed,  chamber,  Pandar  to  provide  this  gear !     [^Exeunt» 

SCENE     III.      The  Grecian  Camp. 

Enter  Agamemnon,  Ulysses^    Diomed,   Nestor, 
AjAx,  Menelaus,  ^WCalchas. 

Cal.  Now,  princes,  for  the  fervice  I  have  done  you, 
The  advantage  of  the  time  prompts  me  aloud 
To  call  for  recompence.     Appear  it  to  your  mind, 
That,  through  the  fight  I  bear  in  things,  to  Jove 
I  have  abandon'd  Troy,  left  my  polTeffions, 
Incurr'd  a  traitor's  name  ;  expos'd  myfelf. 
From  certain  and  poffefs'd  conveniencies, 
To  doubtful  fortunes  ;  fequeft'ring  from  me  all 
That  time,  acquaintance,  cuftom,  and  condition^ 
Made  tame  and  moft  familiar  to  my  nature ; 
And  here,  to  do  you  fervice,  am  become 
As  new  into  the  world,  {trange,  unacquainted : 
I  do  befeech  you,  as  in  way  of  tafte. 
To  give  me  now  a  little  benefit^ 
Out  of  thofe  many  regift'red  in  promifcj 
Which,  you  fay,  live  to  come  in  my  behalf. 

Aga.  What  would'fl:  thou  of  us,  Trojan  ?  make  de^ 
mand. 

Cal.  You  have  a  Trojan  prifoner,  call'd  Antenor, 
Yefterday  took  ;  Troy  holds  him  very  dear. 
Oft  have  you  (often  have  you  thanks  therefore) 
Defir'd  my  CrelTid  in  right  great  exchange. 
Whom  Troy  hath  ftill  deny'd  :  But  this  Antenor, 
I  know,  is  fuch  a  wreft  in  their  affairs. 
That  their  negociations  all  muft  flack. 
Wanting  his  manage  ;  and  they  will  almoft 
Give  us  a  prince  of  blood,  a  fon  of  Priam, 
In  change  of  him :  let  him  be  feni,  great  princes. 
And  he  fhall  buy  my  daughter  ;  and  her  prefence 
Shall  quite  ftrike  oft'  all  fervice  I  have  done, 
In  moft  accepted  pain. 
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Aga.  Let  Diomedes  bear  him, 
And  bring  us  Creilid  hither  ;  Calchas  ftiall  have 
What  he  requefts  of  us. — Good  Diomed, 
Furnifh  you  fairly  for  this  interchange  : 
Withal,  bring  word — if  Hedtor  will  to-morrow 
Be  anfwer'd  in  his  challenge  ;  Ajax  is  ready. 

Diotn.  This  fhall  I  undertake  ;  and  'tis  a  burden 
Which  1  am  proud  to  bear. 

[_Exit  D'lOMED  and  Calchas. 

Enter  Achilles  and  Pat  roc  l  us,  before  their  TenK 

Ulyff.  Achilles  (lands  i'  the  entrance  of  his  tent : — 
Pleafe  it  our  general  to  pafs  ftrangely  by  him^ 
As  if  he  were  forgot  \ — and,  princes  all', 

Lay  negligent  and  loofe  regard  upon  him  ? 

I  will  come  laft  :  'Tis  like,  he'll  queftion  me. 

Why  fuch  unplaufive  eyes  are  bent,  why  turn'd  oa  hinx^ 

If  fo,  I  have  derifion  med'cinable. 

To  ufe  between  your  ftrangenefs  and  his  pride^ 

Which  his  own  will  fhall  have  defire  to  drink  ;. 

It  may  do  good  :  pride  hath  no  other  glafs 

To  Ihew  itfelf,  but  pride  ;  for  fupple  knees 

Feed  arrogance,  and  are  the  proud  man's  fees^ 

Aga,  We'll  execute  your  purpofe,  and  put  on. 

A  form  of  ftrangenefs  as  we  pafs  along  : 

So  do  each  lord  ;  and  either  greet  him  not^ 

Or  elfe  difdainfully,  which  fhall  fhake  him  more 

Than  if  not  look'd  on,     I  will  lead  the  way. 

Achil.  What,  comes  the  general  to  fpeak  with  me?- 
You  know  my  mind,  I'll  fight  no  more  'gainft  Troy. 

Aga.  What  fays  Achilles  ?  would  he  aught  with  us  ^ 

Neji,  Would  you,  my  lord,  aught  with  the  general  ? 

Achil.  No. 

Neft.  Nothing,  my  Icrd. 

Aga,  The  better. 

Achil.  Good  day,  good  day. 

Mm.  How  do  you?  how  do  you  ? 

Achil.  What,  does  the  cuckold  fcorn  me  ^^ 

Ajax..  How  now,  Patroclus  ? 

AchiL  Good  morrow^  Ajax. 

Ajax. 
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AJax.  Ha ! 

Jchil.  Good  morrow. 

Jjax.   Ay  ;  and  good  next  day  too.  [^Exeunt. 

Achil.    What   mean    thefe   fellows?    know   they  not 
Achilles  ? 

Patr.  They  pafs  by  ftrangely :  they  were  iis'd  to  bend. 
To  fend  their  fmiles  before  them  to  Achilles ; 
To  come  as  humbly,  as  t^hey  us'd  to  creep 
To  holy  altars. 

Achil,  What,  am  I  poor  of  late  ? 
*Tis  certain  greatnefs,  once  fallen  out  with  fortune, 
Muft  fall  out  with  men  too  :  What  the  declined  is, 
He  ihall  as  fbon  read  in  the  eyes  of  others. 
As  feel  in  his  own  fall  :  for  men,  like  butterflies, 
Shew  not  their  mealy  wings  but  to  rhe  fummer  ; 
And  not  a  n>an,  for  being  fimply  man, 
Hath  any  honour ;  but's  honour'd  for  thofe  honours 
That  are  without  him,  as  place;  riches,  favour. 
Prizes  of  accident  as  oft  as  merit : 
Which,  when  they  fail,  as  being  flippery  ftanders. 
The  love  ihat  iean'd  on  them  as  flippery  too. 
Doth  one  pluck  down  another,  and  together 
Die  in  the  fali.     But  'tis  not  fo  with  me  : 
Fortune  aiid  I  are  friends  ;  I  do  enjoy 
At  ample  point  all  that  I  did  poflefs, 
Save  thefe  men's  looks  ;  who  do,  methinks,  find  out 
Something  in  me  not  worth  that  rich  beholding 
As  they  have  often  given.     Here  is  Ulyfles  ; 
FU  interrupt  his  reading. How  now,  UlylTes  r 

UlyJJ',  Now,  great  Thetis'  fon  ? 

Achil.  What  are  you  reading? 

Ulyjf.  A  ftrange  fellov/  here 
Writes  me,  That  man — how  dearly  ever  parted, 

How  much  in  having,  or  without,  or  in, ' 

Cannot  make  boafl:  to  have  that  which  he  hath. 
Nor  feels  not  what  he  owes,  but  by  reflection  j 
As  when  his  virtues  fhining  upon  others 
Heat  them,  and  they  retort  that  heat  again 
To  the  firft  giver. 

AchiL  This  is  not  ftrange,  Ulyfles. 

E2  The 
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The  beauty  that  is  borne  here  in  the  face, 
The  bearer  knows  not,  but  commends  itfelf 
To  others'  eyes  :  nor  doth  the  eye  itfelf 
(That  mod  pure  fpirit  of  fenfe)  behold  itfelf, 
Not  going  from  itfelf;  but  eye  to  eye  oppos'd 
Salutes  each  other  with  each  other's  form. 
For  fpeculation  turns  not  to  itfelf, 
'Till  it  hath  travell'd,  and  is  marry 'd  there 
Where  if  may  fee  itfelf:  this  is  not  ftrange  at  all. 

Vlyj]',  I  do  no  ftrain  at  the  pofition. 
It  is  familiar  \  but  at  the  author's  drift : 

Who,  in  his  circumftance,  exprefsly  proves 

That  no  man  is  the  lord  of  any  thing 

(Though  in  and  of  him  there  is  much  confifting), 

'Till  he  communicate  his  parts  to  others  : 

Nor  doth  he  of  himfelf  know  them  for  aught 

"Till  he  behold  them  form'd  in  the  applaufe 

Where  they  are  extended  ;  which,  like  an  arch,  reve^=- 

berates 
The  voice  again  ;  or  like  a  gate  of  fteel 
Fronting  the  fun,  receives  and  renders  back 
His  figure  and  his  heat.     I  was  much  rapt  in  this ; 
And  apprehended  here  immediately 
The  unknown  Ajax. 

Heavens,  what  a  man  is  there  !  a  very  horfe ; 
That  has  he  knows  not  what.      Nature,   what  thing? 

there  are. 
Mod:  abjeft  in  regard,  and  dear  in  ufe  !  ^ 

What  things  again  mod  dear  in  the  eftecm, 
And  poor  in  worth  !  Now  fhall  we  fee  to-morro"\v 
An  a6l  that  very  chance  doth  throw  upon  him, 
Ajax  renown'd.     O  heavens  !  what  fome  men  do. 
While  fome  men  leave  to  do ! 
How  fome  men  creep  in  fkittifh  fortune's  hall. 
While  others  play  the  ideots  in  her  eyes  ; 
How  one  man  eats  into  another's  pride. 
While  pride  is  feafting  in  his  wantonnefs ! 
To  fee  thefe  Grecian  lords ! — why,  even  already 
They  clap  the  lubber  Ajax  on  the  Ihouldcr; 

As 
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As  if  his  foot  were  on  brave  He6tor's  breaft. 
And  great  Troy  fhrinking. 

Jchil.  I  do  believe  it :  for  they  pafs'd  by  me,. 
As  mifers  do  by  beggars  ;  neither  gave  to  me 
Good  word,  nor  look  :  What,  are  my  deeds  forgot  ? 

Uhff.  Time  hath,  my  lord,  a  wallet  at  his  back. 
Wherein  he  puts  alms  foj  oblivion, 
A  great-fiz'd  monfter  of  ingratitudes  : 
Thofe  fcraps  are  good  deeds  paft  ;  which  are  devoujr'd 
As  faft  as  they  are  made,  forgot  as  foon 
As  done  :  Perfeverance,  dear  my  lord. 
Keeps  honour  bright :  To  have  done,  is  to  hang- 
Qiiite  out  of  fafhion,  like  a  rufty  mail 
In  monumental  mockery.     Take  the  inftant  way  ; 
For  honour  travels  in  a  ftreight  fo  narrow. 
Where  one  but  goes  abreaft  :  keep  then  the  path  : 
For  emulation  hath  a  thoqfand  fons. 
That  one  by  one  purfue :   If  you  give  way, 
Or  hedge  afide  from  the  dire6l  forthright. 
Like  to  an  ent'red  tide,  they  all  rulh  Dy, 
And  leave  you  hindmoft  ; — 
Or,  like  a  gallant  horfe  fallen  in  firft  rank,. 
Lie  there  for  pavement  to  the  abjedl  rear, 
O  er-run  and  trampled  on  :  Then  what  they  do  in  pre- 

fent, 
Though  lefs  than  yours  in  paft,  muft  o'er-top  yours  : 
For  Time  is  like  a  failiionable  hoft, 
That  (lightly  fhakes  his  parting  gueft  by  the  hand  ; 
And  with  his  arms  out-ftretch'd,  as  he  would  fly,. 
Grafps  in  the  comer  :  Welcome  ever  fmiles. 
And  Farewell  goes  out  fighing.     O,  let  not  virtue  feek 
Remuneration  for  the  thing  it  was  ;  for  beauty,  wit. 
High  birth,  vigour  of  bone,  defert  in  fervice;. 
Love,  friendfhip,  charity,  are  fubjefts  all 
To  envious  and  calumniating  Time. 

One^  touch  of  nature  makes  the  whole  world  kin, - 

That  all,  with  one  confent,  praife  new-born  gawds. 
Though  they  are  made  and  moulded  of  things  paft  ; 
And  fhew  to  duft,  that  is  a  little  gilt, 
More  laud  than  gilt  o'ey-dufted. 

The 
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The  prefent  eye  praifes  the  piefent  objefl  : 
Then  marvel  not,  thou  great  and  complete  m^n. 
That  all  the  Greeks  begin  to  worfhip  Ajax  ; 
Since  things  in  motion  fooner  catch  the  eye, 
Than  what  not  ftirs.     The  cry  went  once  on  thee^t 
And  Hill  it  might,  and  yet  it  may  again. 
If  thou  wouldit  not  entomb  ihyfelf  alive. 
And  cafe  thy  reputation  in  thy  tent ; 
Whofe  glorious  deeds,  but  in  thcfe  fields  of  late. 
Made  emubus  millions  'mongft  the  gods  themfelves, 
And  drave  great  Mars  to  fa6lion. 

Achil.   Qi  this  my  privacy 
I  ha»^e  itrong  reafons. 

Ulyff.  But  'gainll:  your  privacy 
The  realbns  ar'^  more  potent  and  heroical : 
'Tis  known,  Achilles,  that  you  are  in  love 
With  one  of  Priam's  daughters* 

AchlL  Ha  !  knov/n  ? 

Ulyjf^   Is  that  a  wonder  ? 
The  providence  that's  in  a  watchful  ftate. 
Knows  almoft  every  grain  of  Phito's  gold  ; 
Finds  bottom  in  the  uncomprebenfive  deeps  ; 
Keeps  place  with  thought ;  and  almoft,  like  the  gods. 
Does  thoughts  unveil  in  their  dumb  cradles. 
There  is  a  myfl:ery  (with  whom  relation 
Dunl  never  middle)  in  the  foul  of  ftate. 
Which  hath  an  operation  more  divine, 
Than  breath,  or  pen,  can  give  expreflure  to  :- 
All  the  commerce  that  you  have  had  with  Troy, 
As  perfc6l:ly  is  curs,  as  yours,  my  lord  ; 
And  better  ^wouJd  it  lit  Achilles  much. 
To  throw  do^^n  Heilor,  than  Polyxena  : 
But  it  muft  griev :  young  Pyrrhus  now  at  home. 
When  tame  fhall  m  our  iilands  found  her  trump  j 
And  all  the  Greekiih  girls  fhall  trapping  fmg, — 
Greai  lienors  ftjier  aid  Ac  rAUes  win; 
But    --r  great  Ajux  bravely  beat  dozvn  him. 
Fare   'tli,  my  loid  :   I  as  your  lovtr  fp.ak  ; 
The  fool  fl'des  o'er  the  ice  that  you  ihnuld  break.    \Exlt> 

Pair,  To  this  effect,  Achilles,  have  I  mov'd  you: 

A  woman 
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A  woman  impudent  and  manniih  grown 
Is  not  more  loath'd  than  an  effeminate  man 
In  time  of  aftion.     I  flaqd  condemn'd  for  this  ; 
They  think,  my  little  ftomach  to  the  war, 
And  your  great  love  to  me,  reftrains  you  thus  : 
Sweet,  roufe  yourfelf ;  and  the  weak  wanton  Cupid  < 
Shall  from  your  neck  unloofe  his  amorous  i%ld. 
And,  like  a  de  v-drcp  from  the  lion's  mane. 
Be  fhook  to  ai.. 

AchiL  Shall  Ajax  fight  with  He6lor  ? 

Patr.  Ay  ;  and,  perhaps,  receive  much  honour  by  himo 

AchiL  1  fee  m.y  reputation  is  at  flake; 
My  fame  is  fhrewdly  gor'd. 

Patr,  O,  then  beware  ! 
Thofe  wounds  heal  ill  that  men  do  give  themfelves : 
Omiirion  to  do  what  is  necefTary 
Seals  a  commiffion  to  a  blank  of  danger  ; 
And  danger,  like  an  ague,  fubtly  taints 
Even  then  when  we  fit  idly  in  the  fun. 

AchiL  Go,  call  Therfites  hither,  fweet  Patroclus  : 
I'll  fend  the  fool  to  Ajax,  and  defire  him 
To  invite  the  Trojan  lords,  after  the  combat, 
To  fee  us  here  unarm'd  :   I  have  a  woman's  longings. 
An  appetite  that  I  am  fick  withal. 
To  fee  great  He6lor  in  his  weeds  of  peace  ; 
To  talk  with  him,  and  to  behold  his  vifage, 
Jlven  to  my  full  of  view.     A  labour  fav'd  1 

Enter  Thersites, 

*Ther.  A  wonder ! 

AchiL  What? 

Ther.  Ajax  goes  up  and  down  the  field,  afking  for 
himfelf. 

AchiL  How  fo  ? 

Ther.  He  muft  fight  fingly  to-morrow  with  He(EVor ; 
and  is  fo  prophetically  proud  of  an  heroical  cudgelling, 
that  he  raves  in  faying  nothing. 

AchiL  How  can  that  be  ? 

Ther,  Why,  he  ftalks  up  and  down  like  a  peacock, 
a  ftride,   and  a  iland :  ruminates,  like  an  hoftefs,  that 

hath 
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hath  no  arithmetic  but  her  brain  to  fet  her  down  her  rec- 
koning :  bites  his  lip  with  a  politic  regard,  as  who  ihoiild 
fay — there  were  wit  in  this  head,  an  'twould  out ;  and 
fo  there  is ;  bur  it  lies  as  coldly  in  him  as  fire  in,  a  fiint, 
which  will  not  (hew  without  knocking.  The  man's  un- 
done for  ever  ;  for  if  Hedor  break  not  his  neck  i'the 
combat,  he'll  break  it  himfelf  in  vain-glory.  He  knows 
not  me:  I  faid,  Good-morrow t  Ajax ;  and  he  replies. 
Thanks^  Agamemnon.  What  think  you  of  this  man,  that 
takes  me  for  the  general?  He's  grown  a  very  land-fiih, 
languagelefs,  a  monlter.  A  plague  of  opinion  !  a  man 
may  wear  it  on  both  fides,  like  a  leather  jerkin. 

Achil.  Thou  muft  be  my  embaffador  to  him,  Therfites. 

Ther,  Who,  I,?  why  he'll  anfwer  no  body :  he  pro- 
feffes  not  anfwering  ;  fpeaking  is  for  beggars  ;  he  wears 
his  tongue  in  his  arms.  I  will  put  on  his  prefence  ; 
let  Patroclus  make  demands  to  me,  you  fhall  fee  the  pa- 
geant of  Ajax. 

Achil.  To  him,  Patroclus :  Tell  him, — I  humbly  de- 
fire  the  valiant  Ajax  to  invite  the  moft  valorous  He£i;or 
to  come  unarm'd  to  my  tent ;  and  to  procure  fafe  conduft 
for  his  perfon,  of  the  magnanimous,  and  mod  illuftrious, 
fix-or-feven-times-honour'd  captain-general  of  the  Gre- 
cian army,  Agamemnon,  &c.     Do  this. 

Patr.   Jove  blefs  great  Ajax  ! 

Ther.  Hum ! 

Patr.  1  come  from  the  worthy  Achilles. 

Ther.  Ha! 

Patr.  W^ho  mofl  humbly  defires  you  to  invite  He£lor^ 
to  his  tent. 

Ther.  Hum ! 

Patr.  And  to  procure  fafe  conduct  from  Agamemnon  I 

'Ther.  Agamemnon  ? 

Patr.  Ay,  my  lord. 

'Ther.   Ha  ! 

Patr.  What  fay  you  to't  ? 

Ther.  God  be  wi'  you,  with  all  my  heart. 

Patr.  Your  anfv\^er,  fir. 

Ther*  If  to-morrow  be  a  fair  day,  by  eleven  o'clock  it 

will 
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will  go  one  way  or  other ;  howfoever,  he  fhall  pay  for 
me  ere  he  has  me. 

Patr.  Your  anfvver,  fir. 

Ther.  Fare  you  well,  with  all  my  heart. 

AchiL  Why,  but  he  is  not  in  this  tune,  is  he  ? 

Ther.  No,  but  he's  out  o'tune  thus.  What  mufic 
will  be  in  him  when  Hedtor  has  knock'd  out  his  brains, 
I  know  not :  But,  1  am  fure,  none  ;  unlefs  the  fidier 
Apollo  get  his  fmews  to  make  catlings  on. 

AchiL  ComxC,  thou  fhalt  bear  a  letter  to  him  ftraight, 

Ther.  Let  me  bear  another  to  his  horfe  \  for  that's  the 
more  capable  creature. 

Ach'il^  My  mind  is  troubled,  like  a  fountain  flirr'd  ; 
And  I  myfelf  fee  not  the  bottom  of  it. 

[£;f^wH/ Achilles  ^w^Patroclus, 

Ther.  'Would  the  fountain  of  your  mind  were  clear 
again,  that  I  might  water  an  afs  at  it!  I  had  rather  be  a 
tick  in  a  fheep,  than  fuch  a  valiant  ignorance.         \Exit, 


ACT       IV. 

SCENE     I.     A  Street  in  Troy. 

Enter  at  one  Door  ^Eneas,  and  Servant y  with  a  Torch p 
at  another i  Paris,  Deiphobus,  Antenor,  andX^io-* 
MED,  ^c.  with  Torches, 

Paris. 

S  EE,  ho !  who  is  that  there? 

Dei.  It  is  the  lord  iEneas. 

Mne.  Is  the  prince  there  in  perfon  r— 
Had  I  fo  good  occafion  to  Ue  long, 
As  you,  prince  Paris,  nought  but  heavenly  bufinefs 
Should  rob  my  bed-mate  of  my  company 

Dio.  That's  my   mind  too. Good-morrow,  lord 

jiEneas. 

Par.  A  valiant  Greek,  i^neas  ;  take  his  hand  ; 
Witnefs  the  procefs  of  your  fpeech,  wherein 

You 
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You  told — how  Diomed,  a  whole  week  by  days. 
Did  haunt  you  in  the  field. 

^■^e.  Health  to  you,  valiant  fir, 
During  all  qiicftion  of  the  gentle  truce  : 
But  wiitn  I  meet  you  arm'd,  as  black  defiance 
As  heart  can  think,  or  courage  execute. 

Dio,  The  one  and  other  Diomed  embraces. 
Our  bloods  are  now  in  calm ;  and,  fo  long,  health  ; 
But  when  contention  and  uccafion  meet, 
'By  Jove,  I'll  play  the  hunter  for  thy  life. 
With  ail  my  force,  purfuit,  and  policy. 

JEne,  Ai/d  thou  flialt  hunt  a  lion,  that  will  fly 
With  his  face  backward.     In  humane  genilenefs. 
Welcome  to  Troy  I   now,  by  Anchife.*^'  lite. 
Welcome,  indeed !  By  Venus'  hand  I  fwear. 
No  man  alive  can  love,  in  fuch  a  fort. 
The  thing  he  means  to  kill,  more  excellently. 

Dio,  We  fympathize  : Jove,  let  i^neas  live! 

If  to  my  fword  his  fate  be  not  the  glory, 

A  thoufand  complete  courfes  of  the  fun  !  ' 

But,  in  mine  emulous  honour,  let  him  die, 

With  every  joint  a  wound  ;  and  that  to-morrow  \       - 

Mne.  We  know  each  other  well. 

Dio,   We  do  ;  and  long  to  know  each  other  worfe. 

Par,  This  is  the  mofl  defpightful  gentle  greeting. 

The  riobleil:  hateful  love,  that  e'er  I  heard  of. 

What  bufinefs,  lord,  fo  early? 

uEne.  I  was  fent  for  to  the  king ;  but  why,  I  know 
not. 

Par,  His    purpofe  meets  you:    'Twas  to  bring  thi^ 
Greek 
To  Calebs s'  houfe  ;  and  there  to  render  him. 
For  iheenfreed  Antenor,  the  fair  Creflid  : 
Let's  have  your  company  ;  or,  if  you  pleafe, 
Hafte  there  before  us  :  I  conftantly  do  think 
(Or,  rather,  call  my  thought  a  certain  knowledge). 
My  brother  Troilus  lodges  there  to-night ; 
Roufe  him,  and  give  him  not  of  our  approach. 
With  the  whole  quality  wherefore  :   I  fear 
We  Ihall  be  much  unwelcoirie. 
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Mm.  That  I  alTure  you  ; 
TroiUis  had  rather   Troy  were  borne  to  Greece, 
Than  Crellid  borne  from  Troy. 

Par.  T  here  is  no  help  : 
The  bitter  difpofition  of  the  time 
Will  have  it  fo.     On,  lord  ;  we'll  follow  you. 

Mri'.  Good  morrow,  all.  [^Exit„ 

Par.  And  tell  me,  noble  Diomed  ;  'faith,  tell  me  true, 
JEven  in  the  foul  of  found  good  fellowfhip, — 
Who,  in  your  thoughts,  merits  fair  Helen  beft, 
Myfelf,  or  Menelaus  ?  , 

Dio.   Both  alike  : 
He  merits  well  to  have  her,  that  doth  feek  her 
(Not  making  any  fcruple  of  her  foylure) 
■  With  fuch  a  hell  of  pain,  and  world  of  charge; 
And  you  as  well  to  keep  her,  that  defend  her 
(Not  palating  the  tafie  of  her  dilhonour) 
With  fuch  a  coifly  lofs  of  wealth  and  friends; 
He,  like  a  puling  cuckold,  would  drink  up 
The  lees  and  dregs  of  a  flat  tamed  piece  ; 
You,  like  a  lecher,  out  of  whorifh  loins 
Are  pleas'd  to  breed  out  your  inheritors  : 
Both  merits  pois'd,  each  weighs  nor  lefs  nor  more  5 
But  he  as  he,  the  heavier  for  a  whore. 

Par.   You  are  too  bitter  to  your  country- w^oman. 

Dio.  She's  bitter  to  her  country  :  Hear  me,  Paris, — - 
For  every  falfe  drop  in  her  bawdy  veins 
A  Grecian's  life  hath  funk  ;  for  every  fcruple 
Of  her  coitaminated  carrion  weight, 
A  Trojan  hath  been  been  flain  :  fince  fhe  could  fpeak. 
She  hath  not  given'  fo  many  good  words  breath. 
As  for  her  Greeks  and  Trojans  fufFer'd  death. 

Par.  Fair  Diom.ed,  you  do  as  chapmen  do, 
Difpraife  the  thing  that  you  defire  to  buy  : 

But  we  in  filence  hold  this  virtue  well, 

We'll  not  commend  what  we  intend  to  fell. 

IfiziQ  lies  our  way.  {^Exeunt, 
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SCENE    II.    Pandarus'//<7w/^. 

Enter  Troilvs  and  CressiDs\. 

Trot,   Dear,  trouble  not  yourfelf ;  the  morn  is  cold. 

Cre.  Then,  fweet  my  lord.  Til  call  my  uncle  down  i 
He  fhall  unbolt  the  gates. 

Trci.  Trouble  him  not ; 
To  bed,  to  bed  :  Sleep  kill  thofe  pretty  eyes. 
And  give  as  foft  attachment  to  thy  fenfes. 
As  infants  empty  of  all  thought ! 

Cre.  Good  morrow  then. 

Troi.   I  pr'ythee  now,  to  bed. 

dre.  Are  you  weary  of  me  ? 

Trot,  O  Crefiida!  but  that  the  bufy  day, 
Wak'd  by  the  lark,  has  rouz'd  the  ribald  crows, 
And  dreaming  night  will  hide  our  joys  no  longer, 
J  would  not  from  thee. 

Cre.  Night  hath  been  too  brief. 

Trot.  Belhrew  the  witch  !  with  venomous  wights  flx(5 
flays, 
As  tediouily  as  hell ;,  but  flies  the  grafps  of  love, 
With  wings  more  momentary  Iwift  than  thought. 
You  will  catch  cold,  and  curie  me. 

Cre.  Pr'ythee,  tarry  ; — you  men  will  never  tarry, 

0  fooliili  Creffida !— I  might  have  (Hll  held  off. 

And  then  you  would  have  tarry 'd.     Hark!  there's  one  up. 
Fan.  [PFithin.']  What's  ^11  the  doors  open  here  r 
Trot.  It  is  your  uncle. 

Enter  P A  N  d  A  R  u  s . 

C7'e.  A  peftilence  on  him  !  now  will  he  be  mocking: 

1  Iball  have  fuch  a  life 

Pan.  How  now,  hew  now  ?  how  go  maidenheads  r — 
Here,  you  maid !  where's  my  coufm  Creiiid  ? 

Cre.  Go  hang  yourfelf,  you  naughty  mocking  uncle  ! 
You  bring  me  to  do,  and  then  you  tlout  me  too. 

Pan.  To  do  what  r  to  do  what  ? — let  her  fay  what : 
What  have  I  brought  you  to  do  ? 

Cre, 


TROILUS   AND    CRESSIDA.  63 

€re.  Come,  come;  belhrew  your  heart!  you'll  ne'er 
be  good, 
Nor  fuffer  others. 

Pan]  Ha,  ha  !  Alas,  poor  wretch  !  a  poor  capocchia ! — 
haft  not  flept  to-night  ?  would  he  not,  a  naughty  man, 
let  it  fleep?  a  bugbear  take  him  !  [One  knocks. 

Cre,  Did  not  I  tell  you  ? — 'would  he  were  knock 'd  o' 
the  head! — 
Who's  that  at  door?  good  uncle,  go  and  fee. — 
My  lord,  come  you  again  into  my  chamber ; 
You  fmile,  and  mock  me,  as  if  I  meant  naughtily. 

Troi,  Ha,  ha ! 

Cre,  Come,   you  are  deceiv'd,    I   think   of  no   fuch 

thing. ^ 

How  earneltly  they  knock  ! pray  you,  come  in  ; 

I  would  not  for  half  Troy  have  you  feen  here.     [lExeunt, 
Pan.  Who's  there?  what's  the  matter?   will  you  beat 
^own  the  door  r  How  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 

Enter  ^Eneas. 

JEne.  Good  morrow  lord,  good  morrow. 

Pan.  Who's  there  ?  my  lord  jEneas  ?  By  my  troth,  Jr 
knew  you  not :  What  news  with  you  fo  early  ? 

Mne.   Is  not  prince  Troilus  here  ? 

Pan.  Here  !  what  fbould  he  do  here  P 

^^ne.  Come,  he  is  here,  my  lord,  do  not  deny  him ; 
It  doth  import  him  much,  to  fpeak  with  me. 

Pan.  Is  he  here,  fay  you  ?  'tis  more  than  I  know,  I'll 
be  fworn: — For  my  own  part,  I  came  in  late  : — What 
ihould  he  do  here  ? 

JEne.  Who  ! nay,  then  : 

Come,  come,  you'll  do  him  wrong  ere  you  are  'ware : 

You'll  be  fo  true  to  him,  to  be  faife  to  him  : 

Do  not  you  know  of  him,  but  yet  fetch  him  hither ; 

Go. 

As  Pandarus  is  going  tuf,  enter  Troilus, 

Troi.  How  now?  what's  the  matter? 

JEns^  My  lord,  I  fcarce  have  leifure  to  falute  ycu. 

My 
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My  matter  is  fo  rafh  :  There  is  at  hand 
Paris  your  brother,  and  Deiphobus, 
The  Grecian  Diomed,  and  our  Antenor 
Delivered  to  us :  and  for  him  forthwith, 
Ere  the  firll  facnhce,  within  this  hour, 
We  mull  :,ive  up  10  Diomedes'  hand 
The  lady  Creifida 

Trot.   Is  it  concluded  fo  ? 

uE>u.  By  Priam,  and  the  general  ftate  of  Troy  : 
They  are  at  hand,  and  rea-ly  to  effecl  it. 

Trot.  How  my  atchievements  mock  me ! — 
I  w^ill  go  meet  them  ;  ard,  my  lord  i^^neas, 
We  met  by  chance  ;  you  did  not  find  me  here. 

j£ne.  Good,  good,  my  lord  ;  the  fecrets  of  neighbour. 
Pandar 
Have  not  more  gift  in  taciturnity. 

[^Exeunt  Troilus  ^^7^  j^'^neas. 

Pmi,  Is't  pOiT^D^e?  no  fooner  got,  but  loll:?  The  devil 
take  Antenor!  the  yoMug  prince  will  go  mad.  A  plague 
upon  Antenor  1  I  would  they  had  broke's  neck  1 

Enter  Cressida. 

Cre,  How  now  r  What  is  the  matter  r  W^ho  was  here  ? 

Pan.  Ah,  ah! 

Cre.  Why  ligh  you  fo  profoundly  r  where's  my  lord  ? 
gone  t 
Tell  me,  fweet  uncle,  what's  the  matter  r 

Pan.  'Would  I  were  as  deep  under  the  earth,  as  I  am 
above  i 

Cre,  O  the  gods  ! — what's  the  ma4:ter  ? 

Pari.  Pr'ytnee,  get  ihee  in:  Vould  thou  had'ft  ne'er 
been  born  !  I  knew  thou  wouldTt  be  his  death  ; — -O  poor 
gentleman !— A  plague  upon  Antenor! 

Cre,  Good  uncle,  I  btfeech  )0u  on  inykneeS, 
I  bcfeech  yoL,  v,  hat's  the  matter  ? 

Pan.  Thou  mull  be  gone,  wench,  thou  muft  be  gone  ; 
thou  art  chang'd  for  Antenor :  thou  muft  to  thy  father, 
ani  be  gone  from  Troilus  ;  'twill  be  his  death  ^  'twill  be 
his  bane  ;  he  cannot  b^^ar  it. 

Crs.  O  you  immortal  gods  ! — I  will  not  go. 

Pan. 
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Pan.  Thou  muft. 

Cre,  I  will  not,  uncle.:  I  have  forgot  my  father  ; 
I  know  no  touch  of  confanguinity  ; 
No  kin,  no  love,  no  blood,  no  foul  fo  near  me, 
As  the  fvveet  Troilus, — O  you  gods  divine ! 
Make  CrefTid's  name  the  very  crown  of  falfehood, 
If  ever  llie  leave  Troilus  1  Time,  fv?rce,  and  death. 
Do  to  this  body  what  extremes  you  can  ; 
But  the  ftrong  bafe  and  building  of  my  love 
Is  as  the  very  centre  of  the  earth, 
Drawing  all  things  to  it. — I'll  go  in,  and  weep ~ 

Pan.  Do,  do. 

Cre,  Tear  my   bright  hair,  and    fcratch  my  praifesi 
cheeks  ; 
Crack  my  clear  voice  with  fobs,  and  break  my  heart 
With  founding  Troilus.     I  will  not  go  from  Troy. 

\_Ex'unf> 


SCENE     III.     Before  FAiiDARvs'  Hoiife. 
Enter  Paris,  Troilus,  ^neas,  Diomedes,  t£c. 

Par.  It  is  great  morning;  and  the  hour  prefix'd 
Of  her  delivery  to  this  valiant  Greek 
Comes  faft  upon  : — Good  rny  brother  Troilus, 
Tell  you  the  lady  what  fhe  is  to  do. 
And  hafte  her  to  the  purpofe. 

Troi.   Walk  in  to  her  houfe  ; 
111  bring  her  to  the  Grecian  prefently  i 
And  to  his  hand  when  I  deliver  her, 
Think  it  an  altar  ;  and  thy  brother  Troilus 
A  prieft,  there  offering  to  it  his  own  heart. 

\_Emt  Troilus. 

Par.  I  know  what  'tis  to  love ; 
And  'would,  as  I  Iball  pity,  I  could  help  !  — 
Pleafe  you  walk  in,  my  lords,  "  {Exeunt. 
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SCENE    IV.       An  Apartment  in  Pandarus'  Houfe. 
Enter  Pandarus  ^w^Cressida. 

Fan.    Be  moderate,  be  moderate. 

Cre.  Why  tell  you  me  of  moderation  ? 
The  grief  is  fine,  full,  perfe6l,  that  I  taftc. 
And  violenteth  in  a  fenfe  as  ftrong 
As  that  which  caufeth  it :  How  can  I  moderate  it  ? 
If  I  could  temporize  with  my  affedion. 
Or  brew  it  to  a  weak  and  colder  palate. 
The  like  allayment  could  I  give  my  grief: 
My  love  admits  no  qualifying  drofs  ; 
No  more  my  grief,  in  fuch  a  precious  lofs. 

Enter  Troilus, 

Pan.  Here,  here,  here  he  comes. — Ah  fweet  ducks  ! 

Cre.   O  Troilus  I  Troilus  I 

Pan.  What  a  pair  of  fpe6^acles  is  here  1  Let  me  em^ 
brace  too  :  O  hearty — as  the  goodly  faying  is, — 

0  heart,  o  heavy  heart, 

JVhyJigFJi  thou  without  breaking  ^ 
where  he  anfwers  again, 

Becaufe  thou  canji  not  eafe  thy /mart. 
By  friendjhip,nor  hyf-peaking. 
There  never  was  a  truer  rhyme.     Let  us  caft  away  no- 
thing, for  we  may  live  to  have  need  of  fuch  a  verfe;  we 
fee  it,  we  fee  it. — How  now,  lambs  \ 

Troi.  CrefTid,  I  love  thee  in  fo  ftrain'd  a  purity, 
That  the  blell  gods — as  angry  wdth  my  fancy. 
More  bright  in  zeal  than  the  devotion  which 
Cold  lips  blow  to  their  deities — take  thee  from  me, 

Cre.  Have  the  gods  envy  r 

Pan.  Ay,  ay,  ay,  ay  ;  'tis  too  plain  a  cafe. 

Cre.  And  is  it  true  that  I  muft  go  from  Troy  ? 

Troi.  A  hateful  truth. 

Cre.  What,  and  from  Troilus  tooi 

Troi.   From  Troy,  and  Troilus. 

Cre.   Is  it  pebble  ? 

Troi.  And  fuddenly  j  where  injury  of  charrce 
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Puts  back  leave-taking  =,  juftles  roughly  by 

All  time  of  paufe,  rudely  beguiles  our  lips 

Of  all  rejoindure,  forcibly  prevents 

Our  lock'd  embrafures,  ftrangles  our  dear  vovi^s, 

Even  in  the  birth  of  our  ov/n  labouring  breath : 

We  tvv^o,  that  v^^ith  fo  many  thoufand  fighs 

Did  buy  each  other,  muft  poorly  fell  ourfelves 

With  the  rude  brevity  and  difcharge  of  one. 

Injurious  Time  now,  ■with  a  robber's  hafte. 

Crams  his  rich  thievery  up,  he  knows  not  how ; 

As  many  farewells  as  be  Itars  in  heaven,    , 

With  diftindl  breath,  and  confign'd  kilfes  to  them, 

Jle  fumbles  up  into  a  loofe  adieu  ; 

And  fcants  us  v/ith  a  fmgle  familh'd  kifs, 

Diftaited  with  the  fait  oi  broken  tears. 

^ne,  [fFith/n.']  My  lord  !  is  the  lady  ready  ? 

5  roL  Hark  !  you  are  call'd  :  Some  fay,  tiie  Genius  fo 
Cries,  Come!  to  him  that  initantly  mu(t  die. — 
Bid  them  have  patience  ;  ^^e  fhall  come  anon. 

Fan.  Where  are  my  tears?  rain,  to  lay  this  wind. 
Or  my  heaj-t  will  be  blown  up  by  the  root. 

l£xit  Pandarus. 

Cre,  I  muft  then  to  the  Grecians  ? 

T'roi,  No  remedy. 

Cre,  A  woeful  Creilid  'mongll:  the  merry  Greeks  ! 

When  fhall  we  fee  again  ? 

Troi,  Hear  me,  my  love  :  Be  thou  but  true  of  heart— 

Cre.  I  true  !  how  now  ?   what  wicked  deem  is  this  ? 

Troi.   Nay,  we  mull  ufe  expoitulation  kindly. 

For  it  is  parting  from  us  : 

I  fpeak  not,  he  thou  true,  as  fearing  thee  ; 
For  I  will  throw  my  glove  to  Death  himfelf. 
That  there's  no  maculation  in  thy  heart  : 
But,  h£  thou  truey  fay  I,  to  falhion  in 
My  fequent  proteltation  ;  he  thou  true. 
And  I  will  fee  thee. 

Cre.  O,  you  ihall  be  expos'd,  my  lord,  to  dangers 
As  infinite  as  imminent!  but,  r/i  ie  true. 

Troy.  And  I'll  grow  friend  with  danger.     Wear  this 
ileeve. 

F  Cre. 
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Cre»  And  you  this  glove.     When  fhall  I  fee  you  ? 

Trot,  I  will  corrupt  the  Grecian  centinels. 
To  give  thee  nightly  vifitation. 
J-ut  yet,  ke  true  ! 

Cre.  O  heavens  ! — be  true,  again  ! 

TroL  Hear  why  I  fpeak  it,  love :  The  Grecian  youths 
Are  vi^ell  compos'd,  with  gifts  of  nature  flowing, 
Aud  fweliing  o'er  with  arts  and  exercife  ; 
How  novelties  may  move,  and  parts  with  perfon, 
Alas  !  a  kind  of  godly  jealoufy 
(Which,  I  befeech  you,  c^il  a  virtuous  fin) 
Makes  rne  afeard. 

Cre    O  heavens  \  you  love  me  not. 

Trol,  Die  I  a  villain  theni 
In  this  I  do  not  call  your  faith  in  queflion. 
So  mainly  as  my  merit  :   I  cannot  ling, 
Nor  heel  the  high  lavolt,  nor  fweeten  talk, 
Nor  play  at  fubtle  games  ;  fair  virtues  all. 
To  which  the  Grecians  are  moil:  prompt  and  pregnant; 
But  I  can  tell,  that  in  each  grace  of  thefe 
There  lurks  a  ftill  and  dunrib-difcourfive  devil. 
That  tempts  mofl:  cunningly  :  but  be  not  tempted  !■ 

Cre.  Do  you  think  I  will  ? 

Trot.  No. 
But  fomething  may  be  done,  that  we  will  not: 
And  fometimes  we  are  devils  to  ourfelves. 
When  we  w^ill  tempt  the  frailty  of  our  powers, 
Prefuming  on  their  changeful  potency. 

jEne.  \lViihin.'\  Nay,  good  my  lord, 

Trot.  Come,  kifs  ;  and  let  us  part. 

Paris.   \JVtth'in,'\  Brother  Troilus  ! 

Trol.  Good  brother,  come  you  hither ; 
And  bring  j^neas,  and  the  Grecian,  with  you, 

Cre,  My  lord,  will  you  be  true  ? 
•     Tro't.  Who,  I  ?  alas,  it  is  my  vice,  my  fault :  • 
While  others  hfh  with  craft  for  great  opinion, 
I  with  great  truth  catch  mere  fimplicity; 
Whilfi:  fome  with  cunning  gild  their  copper  crowns, 
With  truth  and  plainnefs  I  do  wear  mine  bare. 

Fear 


TROILUS    AND   CRESSIDA«  ^9 

Fear  not  my  truth  ;  the  moral  of  my  wit 

Is— plain,  and  true, — there's  all  the  reach  of  it, 

^nter  JEneas,  Paris,  «W  Diomed- 

Welcome,  fir  Diomed  !  here  is  the  lady^ 
Whom  for  Antenor  we  deliver  you  : 
At  the  port,  lord,  I'll  give  her  to  thy  hand  ; 
And,  by  the  way,  polfefs  thee  what  ihe  is. 
Entreat  her  fair;  and,  by  my  foul,  fair  Greeks  . 
If  e'er  thou  ft  and  at  mercy  of  my  fword, 
Name  Creftid,  and  thy  life  Ihall  be  as  fafe 
As  Priam  is  in  llion. 

Dio,   Fair  lady  Creflid, 
So  pleafe  you,  favc  the  thanks  this  prince  expe6ls  s- 
'The  luftre  in  your  eye,  heaven  in  your  cheek, 
Pleads  your  fair  ufage  ;  and  to  Diomed 
You  ihall  be  miftrefs,  and  command  him  wholly. 

Troi,  Grecian,  tliou  doft  not  ufe  me  courteoufl/. 
To  fhame  the  zeal  of  my  petition  to  thee, 
In  praifing  her  :   I  tell  thee,  lord  of  GreecCj 
She  is  as  far  high-foaring  o'er  thy  praifesj 
As  thou  unworthy  to  be  call'd  her  fervant. 
I  charge  thee,  ufe  her  well,  even  for  my  charge  | 
For,  by  the  dreadful  Pluto,  if  thou  doft  not. 
Though  the  great  bulk  Achilles  be  thy  guard, 
I'll  cut  thy  throat. 

Dio,  G,  be  not  mov'd,  prince  Troilus  : 
Let  me  be  privileg'd  by  my  place,  and  melTage, 
To  be  a  fpeaker  free  ;  when  I  am  hence, 
I'll  anfwer  to  my  luft  :  And  know  you,  lord, 
I'll  nothing  do  on.  charge  :  to  her  own  worth 
She  ftiall  be  priz'd  ;  but  that  you  fay — be't  i^o, 
I  fpeak  it  in  my  fpirit  and  honour,— no. 

Trot.  Come,  to  the  port. — I'll  tell  thee,  Diomed, 
This  brave  fhall  oft  make  thee  to  hide  thy  head.— 
Lady,  give  me  your  hand  ;  and,  as  we  Walkj 
To  our  own  felves  bend  we  our  needful  talk, 

lExeuntTROiLVs  and  Cressid.     Sound  Trumpet. 

Par.  Hark  !  Hedor's  trumpet. 

Mne»  How  have  we  fpent  this  morning ! 

Fa  The 
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The  prince  muft  think  me  tardy  and  remifs, 
That  fwore  to  ride  before  him  to  the  field. 

Par,  'Tis  Troilus' fault :  Come,  come,  to  field  with 
him. 

Dio.   Let  us  make  ready  ftraight. 

Mne.    Yea,  with  a  bridegroom's  frefli  alacrity. 
Let  us  addrefs  to  tend  on  Hedor's  heels : 
The  glory  of  our  Troy  doth  this  day  ly 
On  his  fair  worth,  and  fmgle  chivalry.  [^Exeunt, 


SCENE     in.     The  Grecian  Camp, 

pnter  KiAX  arrndy  Agamemnon,  Achilles,  Patro- 
CLus,  Menelaus,  Ulysses,  Nestor,  dsfr. 

Aga.  Here  art  thou  in  appointment  freih  and  fair. 
Anticipating  time  with  ftarting  courage. 
Give  with  thy  trumpet  a  loud  note  to  Troy, 
Thou  dreadful  Ajax  !  that  the  appalled  air 
May  pierce  the  head  of  thy  great  combatanf. 
And  hale  him  hither. 

Jjax.  Thou,  trumpet,  there's  my  purfe. 
Now  crack  thy  lunajs,  and  fplit  thy  brazen  pipe  ; 
Blow,  villain,  'till  fhy  fphered  bias  cheek 
Out-fwell  the  cholic  of  puff 'd  Aquilon  : 
Come,  ftretch  thy  cheft,  and  let  thy  eyes  fpout  blood  ; 
Thou  blow'ft  for  Hedor. 

Ulyff,  No  trumpet  anfwers, 

Achil.  *Tis  but  early  days. 

Jga.  Is  not  yon  Diomed,  wdth  Calchas'  daughter  ? 

TJlyJf.  'Tis  he,  I  ken  the  manner  of  his  gait  j 
He  rifes  on  his  toe  ;  that  fpirit  of  his 
In  afpiration  lifts  him  from  the  earth .^ 

Enter  DiOMED  with  Cressida, 

Aga,  Is  this  the  lady  Creflida  ? 

Dio.   Even  fhe. 

Aga.  Moft  dearly  welcome  to  the  Greeks,  fweet  lady. 

Nejl,  Our  general  doth  falute  you  with  a  kifs. 
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Vlyjf.  Yet  is  the  kindnefs  but  particular  ; 
HTwere  better  fhe  were  kifs'd  in  general. 

Neji.   And  very  courtly  counfel :  I'll  begin. • 

So  much  for  Neftor. 

Achil.  I'll  take  that  winter  from  your  lips,  fair  ladj*": 
Achilles  bids  you  welcome. 

Men.   I  had  good  argument  for  kiffing  once. 

Pair,  But  that's  no  argument  for  killing  now : 
For  thus  popp'd  Paris  in  his  hardiment ; 
And  parted  thus  you  and  your  argument. 

Uiyff'  O  deadly  gall,  and  theme  of  all  our  fcorns  ! 
For  which  we  lofe  our  heads,  to  gild  his  horns  1 

Patr>  The  firft  was  Menelaus'  kifs  ; — this,  mine  ; 
Patroclus  killes  you. 

Men.  O,  this  is  trim  ! 

Patr.  Paris,  apd  I,  kifs  evermore  for  him. 

Men.  I'll  have  my  kifs,  fir  : Lady,  by  your  leare. 

Cre.  In  killing,  do  you  render,  or  receive  ? 

Patr.  Both  take  and  give. 

Cre.  I'll  make  ray  match  to  live, 
The  kifs  you  take  is  better  than  you  give: 
Therefore  no  kifs. 

Men.  I'll  give  you  boot,  I'll  give  you  three  for  one, 

Cre,  You're  an  odd  man  ;  give  even,  or  give  none. 

Men.  An  odd  man,  lady  ?  every  rhan  is  odd. 

Cre.  No,  Paris  is  not ;  for,  you  know,  'tis  true^, 
That  you  are  odd,  and  he  is  even  with  you* 

Men.  You  fillip  me  o'  the  head. 

Cre.  No,  I'll  be  fworn. 

Vlyjf.  It  were  no  match,  your  nail  agalnfl  his  horn.— 
May  I,  fweet  lady,  beg  a  kifs  of  you? 

Cre.  You  may. 

Wyjf.  I  do  defire  it. 

Cre.  Why,  beg  then. 

Cllyjf.  Why  then,  for  Venus'  fake,  give  me  a  kifs. 
When  Helen  is  a  maid  again,  and  his. 

Cre.  I  am  your  debtor,  claim  it  when  'tis  ^ut, 

UlyJJ'.  Never's  my  day,  and  then  a  kifs  of  you. 

Dio.  Lady,  a  word  j — I'll  bring  you  to  your  father. 

[Diomedl /^^</j- ^«/ Cressida. 

Neji, 
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Neft.  A  woman  of  quick  fenfe. 

VlyJJ'.   Fie,  fie  upon  her! 
There's  la.t.giiage  in  her  eye,  her  cheek,  her  lip, 
Nay,  licr  loot  fpeaks  ;  her  wanton  fpirits  look  out 
At  every  joint  and  motive  of  her  body. 
O,  thefe  encounterers,  fo  glib  of  tongue, 
That  give  a  coading  welcome  ere  it  comes. 
And  wide  unclafp  the  tables  of  their  thoughts 
To  every  ticklifh  reader !   fet  them  down 
For  fluttifh  fpoils  of  opportunity. 
And  daughters  of  the  game.  [Trumpet  within^ 

All,  The  Trojan's  trumpet  ! 

Jga.  Yonder  comes  the  troop. 

Enter  Hector,  -^neas,  Troilus,  i^c.  with  Attendants. 

Mne,  Hail,  all  the  ftates  of  Greece!  What  fhall  be 
done  to  him 
That  vidory  commands  ?  Or  do  you  purpofe, 
A  vi6tor  fliall  be  known  ?   will  you,  the  knights 
Shall  to  the  edge  of  all  extremity 
Purfue  each  other  ;  or  fl)all  they  be  divided 
By  any  voice  or  order  of  the  field? 
Hector  bade  afl<:. 

Aga.  Which  way  would  He6lor  have  it  ? 

Mne,  He  cares  not,  he'll  obey  conditions. 

Aga,   ' Tis  done  like  He6tor  ;  but  fecurely  donc:^ 
A  little  proudly,  and  great  deal  mifprifing 
The  knight  oppos'd. 

JEne,  If  not  Achilles,  fir, 
What  is  your  name  ? 

Achll,  If  not  Achilles,  nothing. 

jEne.  Therefore  Achilles ;  But,  whate'er,  know  this  ;— 
In  the  extremity  of  great  and  little. 
Valour  and  pride  excel  themfelves  in  He£tor ; 
The  orie  almoin  as  infinite  as  all, 
The  other  blank  as  nothing.     Weigh  him  well. 
And  that,  which  looks  like  pride,  is  courtefy. 
This  Ajax  is  half  made  of  Hedlor's  blood  ; 
In  lore  whereof,  half  He6tor  (lays  at  home  j 

Half 
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Half  heart,  half  hand,  half  Hea:or  comes  to  fcek 
This  blended  knight,  half  Trojan,  and  half  Greek, 
Jchi/,  A  maiden  battle  then  ? — O,  I  perceive  you. 

Re-enter  Diomed. 

Aga,  Here  is  fir  Diomed  : — Go,  gentle  knight. 
Stand  by  our  Ajax  :  as  you  and  lord  ^Eneas 
Confent  upon  the  order  of  their  fight, 
^o  be  it ;  either  to  the  uttermoll. 
Or  elle  a  breath  :  the  combatants  being  kin. 
Half  flints  their  ftrife  before  their  ftrokes  begin. 

^hj]'   They  are  oppos'd  already. 

Aga.  What  Trojan  is  that  fame  that  looks  fo  heavy? 

^6#  The  youngeii  fon  of  Priam,  a  true  knight  i 
Not  yet  mature,  yet  matchlefs  ;  firm  of  word  ; 
Speaking  in  deeds,  and  deedlefs  in  his  tongue  ; 
Not  foon  provok'd.  nor,  being  provok'd,  foon  calra'd : 
His  heart  and  hand  both  open,  and  both  free  ; 
For  what  he  has,  he  gives,  what  thinks,  he  fliews  ; 
Yet  gives  he  not,  'till  judgment  guide  his  bounty  j 
Nor  dignifies  an  impair  thought  with  breath: 
Manly  as  Hedor,  but  more  dangerous  ; 
For  Hedor,  in  his  blaze  of  wrath,  fubfcribes 
To  tender  objeds  ;  but  he,  in  heat  of  adion, 
Is  more  vindicative  than  jealous  love  : 
They  call  him  Troilus  ;  and  on  him  ered 
A  fecond  hope,  as  fairly  built  as  Hedor. 
Thus  fays  i^neas  ;  one  that  knows  the  youth 
Even  to  his  inches,  and,  with  private  foul. 
Pid  in  great  Ilion  thus  tranflate  him  to  me. 

.       ^,  ly^larum.     Hector  and  A]  AX  fgbt, 

Aga.  They  are  in  adion. 
l>!efi.  Now,  Ajax,  hold  thine  own  ! 
Troi.  Hedor,  thou  fleep'ft,  awake  thee! 
Aga.  His  blows  are  well  difpos'd  : — there,  Ajax  ! 

n-      V  /I  [Trumpets  ceafe.. 

Dio.   You  muft  no  more.  •' 

JEne.  Princes,  enough,  fo  pleafe  you. 

4jax.  I  am  not  warm  yet,  let  us  fight  a/^aln. 

Pio,  As  Hedor  pleafes.     .  ^       i» 

Hea. 
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HeSi,  Why  then,  will  I  no  more  : 

Thou  art,  great  lord,  my  father's  filler's  fon, 

A  coufin-german  to  great  Priam's  feed  j 

The  obligation  of  our  blood  forbids 

A  gory  emulation  'twixt  us  twain  : 

Were  thy  commixtion  Greek  and  Trojan  fo, 

That  thou  could'lt  fay — This  hand  is  Grecian  all, 

And  this  is  Trojan  ;  thef.news  of  this  leg  "   . 

All  Greeky  and  this  all  Troy  ;  my  mother  s  blood 

Runs  on  the  dexter  cheeky  and  thisjlnijier 

Bounds-in  my  father's;  by  Jove  multipotent. 

Thou  Ihould'it  not  bear  from  me  a  Greekilh  member 

Wherein  my  fvvord  hath  not  imprellbre  made 

Of  our  rank  feud  :   But  the  juft  gods  gainfay,     ^ 

That  any  drop  thou  borrow'ft  from  thy  mother. 

My  facred  aunt,  fhould  by  my  mortal  fword 

Be  drain 'd  !   Let  me  embrace  thee,  Ajax  r 

By  him  that  thunders,  thou  haft  luily  arms  ; 

Heftor  would  have  them  fall  upon  him  thus: * 

Coufin,  all  honour  to  thee! 

Aj'ix.  I  thank  thee,  He^lor  : 
Thou  art  too  gentle,  and  too  free  a  man  : 
I  came  to  kill  thee,  coufm,  and  bear  hence 
A  great  addition  earned  in  thy  death. 

He^.  Not  Neoptolimus  fo  mirable 
(On  whofe  bright  creft  Fame  with  her  loud'ft  O  ye$] 
Cries,  This  is  he)  could  promife  to  himfelf 
A  thought  of  added  honour  torn  from  HecElor. 

jEne.  There  is  expectance  here  from  both  the  fideSj 
What  further  ye  v/ill  do. 

HeSi.  We'll  anfwer  it  ; 
The  ilfue  is  embracement : — Ajax,  farewell. 

Ajax.  If  I  might  in  entreaties  find  fuccefs 
(As  feld'  I  have  the  chance),  I  would  defire 
My  famous  coufin  to  cur  Grecian  tents. 

Dio.  Tis  Agamemnon's  wifh  ;  and  great  Achilles 
Doth  long  to  fee  unarm 'd  the  valiant  He6tor, 

He£f,  ^neas,  call  my  brother  Troilus  to  me; 
And  fignify  this  loving  interview 
To  the  expeders  of  our  Trojan  part  j 

Defire 
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Defire  them  home. — Give  me  thy  hand,  my  coufin ; 
I  will  go  eat  with  thee*  and  lee  your  knights. 

Ajax.  Great  Agamemnon  comes  to  meet  us  here. 

He£i.  The  worthieft  of  them  tell  me  name  by  name  ;; 
But  for  Achilles,  my  own  fearching  eyes 
Shall  find  him  by  his  large  and  portly  fize. 

Aga,  Worthy  of  arms  !  as  welcome  as  to  one 
That  would  be  rid  of  fuch  an  enemy  ; 
But  that's  no  welcome  :   Underftand  more  clear, 
What's  part,  and  what's  to  come,  is  ftrew'd  with  hulks 
And  formlefs  ruin  of  oblivion  ; 
But  in  this  extant  moment,  faith  and  troth, 
Strain'd  purely  from  all  hollow  bias-drawing* 
Bids  thee,  with  moft  divine  integrity, 
From  heart  of  every  heart,  great  Heftor,  welcome, 

He6i,  I  thank  thee,  moft  imperious  Agamemnon. 

Aga,  My  well-fam'd  lord  of  Troy,  no  lefs  to  you, 

\To  Troilus. 

Men,    Let  me  confirm  my  princely  brother's   greet- 
ing ;— 
You  brace  of  warlike  brothers,  welcome  hither. 

He^,  Whom  muft  we  anfwer  ? 

Men.  The  noble  Menelaus. 

Hell.  Of  you,  my  lord  ?  by  Mars  his  gauntlet,  thanks! 
Mock  not,  that  I  affed  the  untraded  oath  ; 
Your  quondam  wife  fwears  ftill  by  Venus'  glove  : 
She's  well,  but  bade  me  not  commend  her  to  you. 

Men.  Name  her  not  now,  fir  \  fhe's  a  deadly  theme, 

HeSf.  O,  pardon  ^  I  offend. 

Neji.  I  have,  thou  gallant  Trojan,  fecn  thee  oft. 
Labouring  for  deftiny,  make  cruel  way 
Through  ranks  of  Greekifh  youth  :  and  I  have  feenthee^ 
As  hot  as  Perfeus,  fpur  thy  Phrygian  fteed, 
Defpifing  many  forfeits  and  fubduements. 
When  thou  halt  hung  thy  advanced  fword  i'the  air. 
Not  letting  it  decline  on  the  declin'd  ; 
That  I  have  faid  to  fome,  my  ftanders-by, 
Loy  Jupiter  is  yonder ^  dealing  life  ! 
And  I  have  feen  thee  paufe,  and  take  thy  breath, 
When  that  a  ring  of  Greeks  have  hemm.'d  thee  in. 
Like  an  Olympian  wreftling :  This  have  I  feen  ; 

G  But 
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But  this  thy  countenance,  ftlll  lock'd  in  fteel, 
I  never  faw  'till  now.     I  knew  thy  grandfire. 
And  once  fought  with  him  :,  he  was  a  foldier  good; 
But,  by  great  Mars,  the  captain  of  us  all, 
Never  like  thee :  Let  an  old  man  embrace  thee  ; 
And,  worthy  warrior,  welcome  to  our  tents. 
j^ne,  'Tis  the  old  Neftor. 

He^.   Let  me  embrace  thee,  good  old  chronicle. 
That  hallfo  longwalk'd  hand  in  hand  with  Time:— • 
Mod  reverend  Nellor,  I  am  glad  to  clafp  thee. 

Neji.   I  would  my  arms  could  match  thee  in  contentioUj 
As  they  contend  with  thee  in  courtefy. 
He^.   I  would  they  could. 

NeJi,  Ha!  by  this  white  beard,  I'd  fight  with  thee  to- 
morrow. 

Well,  welcome,  welcome  !  I  have  feeri  the  time 

UlyJJ'  I  wonder  now  how  yonder  city  ftands, 
When  we  have  here  her  bafe  and  pillar  by  us. 

HcSf,  I  know  your  favour,  lord  Ulyffes,  well. 
Ah !  fir,  there's  many  a  Greek  and  Trojan  dead. 
Since  firft  I  faw  yourfelf  and  Diomed 
In  Ilion,  on  your  Greekifh  embaify. 

UlyJJ]  Sir,  I  foretold  yoa  t-h^n  what  would  enfue  : 
My  prophecy  is  but  half  his  journey  yet; 
For  yonder  walls,  that  pertly  front  your  town, 
Yon  towers,  whofe  wanton  tops  do  bufs  the  clouds;,- 
Muft  kifs  their  own  feet. 

He^.   I  muft  not  believe  yoti : 
There  they  ftand  yet ;  and  modeflrly  I  think/ 
The  fall  of  every  Phrygian  ftone  will  cofh 
A  drop  of  Grecian  blood  :  The  end  crowns  alP  ;r 
And  that  old  common  arbitrator.  Time, 
Will  one  day  end  it. 

Ulyff.  So  to  him  we  leave  it. 
Moft  gentle,  and  moft  valiant  He£lor,  welcome: 
After  the  general,  I  befeech  you  next 
To  feaft  with  me,  and  fee  me  at  my  tent. 

Achil.  I  fhall  foreftall  thee,  lord  Ulylfes,  thou  !— 
Now,  Heftor,  I  have  fed  mine  eyes  on  thee  ; 
I  have  with  exa6l  view  perus'd  thee,  Hedor, 
And  quoted  joint  by  joint. 

Heef. 


TROILUS    AliJi    C^ESSIDA,  7f 

Ka:  Is  this  Achilles? 

JchiL  I  am  Achilles. 

He^,  Stand  fair,  I  pray  thee:  let  me  look  on  thee. 

Jchih  Behold  thy  fill. 

He^.  Nay,  I  have  done  already. 

JchiL  Thou  art  too  brief;  I  will  the  fecond  time. 
As  I  would  by  thee,  view  thee  limb  by  limb. 

He^.  O,  like  a  book  of  fport  thou'lt  read  me  o'er; 
But  there's  more  in  me  than  thou  underftand'ft. 
Why  doft  thou  fo  opprefs  nle  with  thine  eye  ? 

Jchil.  Tell  me,  you  heavens,  in  which  part  of  his  body- 
Shall  I  deftroy  him?  whether  there,  there,  or  there? 
That  I  may  give  the  local  v/ound  a  name ; 
And  make  diilin6l  the  very  breach,  whereout 
Heftor's  great  fpirit  flew  :  Anfwer  me;  heavens  ! 

Hedf.  It  would  difcredit  thebleft  gods,  proud  man! 
To  anfwer  fuch  a  queftion  :   Stand  again  : 
Think'ft  thou  to  catch  my  life  fo  pleafantlt. 
As  to  prenominatej  in  nice  conjeclure, 
Where  thou  wilt  hit  me  dead  ? 

Jchil.  I  tell  thee,  Yea.  n 

He(^.  Wert  thou  an  oracle  to  tell  me  Co, 
I'd  not  believe  thee.     Henceforth  guard  thee  well  | 
For  I'll  not  kill  thee  there,  nor  there,  nor  there ; 
But,  by  the  forge  that  ftithy'd  Mars  his  helm, 

I'll  kill  thee  every  where,  yea,  o'er  and  o'er. 

You  wifeft  Grecians,  pardon  me  this  brag, 
His  infolence  draws  folly  from  my  lips  ; 
But  I'll  endeavour  deeds  to  match  thefe  words j 
Or  may  I  never — ■ — 

JJax.  Do  not  chafe  thee,  coufin  ; — — 
And  you,  Achilles,  let  thefe  threats  alone, 
'Till  accident,  or  purpofe,  bring  you  to't : 
You  may  have  every  day  enough  of  Heilor, 
If  you  have  ftomach ;  the  general  (late,  I  fear. 
Can  fcarce  entreat  you  to  be  odd  with  him. 

He£f.   I  pray  you,  let  us  fee  you  in  the  field ; 
We  have  had  pelting  wars,  fince  you  refus'd 
The  Grecians'  caufe. 

Jchih  Doft  thOu  entreat  me,  He6lor  ? 

G  2  To-morrow 
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To-morrow  do  I  meet  thee,  fell  as  death  j 
To-night,  all.  friends. 

HeSf.  Thy  hand  upon  that  match. 

Aga.   Firil,  all  you  peers  of  Greece,  go  to  my  tent. 
There  in  the  full  convive  vv^e  :  afterv^^ards. 
As  Hector's  leifure  and  your  bounties  (hall 
Concur '•  ogether,  feverally  entreat  him. — 
Beat  loud  the  tabourines,  let  the  trumpets  blow, 
That  this  great  foldier  may  his  welcome  know.  [Exeunt, 

Manent  Troilus  and  Ulysses. 

Trou  My  lord  Ulyfles,  tell  me,  I  befeech  you. 
In  what  place  of  the  field  doth  Calchas  keep  ? 

JJlyJf.  At  Menelaus'  tent,  moft  princely  Troilus  : 
There  Diomed  doth  feaft  with  him  to-night ; 
Who  neither  looks  on  heaven,  nor  on  the  earth. 
But  gives  all  gaze  and  bent  of  amorous  view 
On  the  fair  Creffid. 

Trou  Shall  I,  fweet  lord,  be  bound  to  you  fo  much. 
After  we  part  from  Agamemnon's  tent. 
To  bring  me  thither? 

JJlyff.  You  lliall  command  me,  fir. 
As  gentle  tell  me,  of  w^hat  honour  was 
This  CrefTida  in  Troy  i  Had  flie  no  lover  there. 
That  wails  her  abfence  ? 

TroL  O,  fir,  to  fuch  as  boafting  fiiew  their  fears, 
A  mock  is  due.     Will  you  walk  on,  my  lord  ? 
She  was  belov'd,  fhe  lov'd  ;  fhe  is,  and  doth  : 
But,  ftill,  fweet  love  is  food  for  fortune's  tooth.  [Exeunt* 


A    C    T      V. 

SCENE    1.     Achilles' r^«/. 

Enter  Achilles  <7«^Patroclus. 

AchUles. 
I'll  heat  his  blood  with  Greekifh  wine  to-night. 

Which  with  my  fcimitar  I'll  cool  to-morrow. 

Patroclus,  let  us  feaft  him  to  the  height. 
Patr^  Here  comes  Theriites. 


Enter 
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Enter  Thersites. 

AchiJ.  How  now,  thou  core  of  envy  r 
Tho'j  ciufty  batch  of  nature,  what's  the  news  ? 

Ther.  Why,  thou  picture  of  what  thou  feemeft,  and 
idol  of  ideot-worfhippers,  here's  a  letter  for  thee. 

Achil.  From  whence,  fragment  ? 

Ther.  Why,  thou  full  diih  of  fool,  from  Troy. 

Patr.  Who  keeps  the  tent  now  ? 

*Ther.  The  furgeon's  box,  or  the  patient's  wound. 

Patr.  Well  faid,  adverfity  1  and  what  need  thefe  tricks  ? 

Ther.  Pr  ythee  be  filent,  boy  :  I  profit  not  by  thy  talk  ; 
thou  art  thought  to  be  Achilles'  male  varlet. 

Patr.  Male  varlet,  you  rogue !  what's  that  ? 

Ther.  Why,  his  mafculine  whore.  Now  the  rotten 
difeafes  of  the  fouth,  the  guts-griping,  ruptures,  catarrhs, 
loads  o'gravel  i'the  back,  lethargies,  cold  palfies,  raw 
eyes,  dirt-rotten  livers,  wheezing  lungs,  bladders  full  of 
impofthume,  fciaticas,  lime-kilns  i'the  palm,  incurable 
bone-ach,  and  the  rivell'd  fee-iimple  of  the  tetter,  take 
and  take  again  fuch  prepofterous  difcoveries  1 

Patr.  Why,  thou  damnable  box  of  envy,  thou,  what 
meaneft  tl>ou  to  curfe  thus  ? 

Ther.   Do  I  curfe  thee  ? 

Patr.  Why,  no,  you  ruinous  butt ;  you  whorefon  in- 
diftinguifhable  cur,  no. 

Ther.  No  !  why  art  thou  then  exafperate,  thou  idle 
immaterial  flcein  of  fleeve  filk,  thou  green  farcenet  flap  for 
a  fore  eye,  thou  taflel  of  a  prodigal's  purfe,  thou  ?  AJi, 
Iiow  the  poor  world  is  pefter'd  with  fuch  water-flies  j  dir 
minutives  of  nature ! 

Patr.  Out,  gall! 

Ther.  Fiach,  egg ! 

AchiJ.  My  fweet  Patroclus,  I  am  thwarted  quite 
From  my  great  purpofe  in  to-morrow's  battle. 
Here  is  a  letter  from  queen  Hecuba  ; 
A  token  from  her  daughter,  my  fair  love  ; 
Both  taxing  me,  and  gaging  me  to  keep 
An  oath  that  I  have  fworn.     I  will  not  break  it : 
Fall,  Greeks  \  fail,  fame ;  honour,  or  go  or  flay  ; 
My  major  vow  lies  here,  this  I'll  obey. — 
Ccme,  come,  Therfites,  help  to  trim  my  tent; 

This 
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This  night  in  banqueting  muft  all  be  fpent. — 
Away,  Patroclus.  [Exeunt, 

Ther,  With  too  much  blooQ,  and  too  little  brainp 
thefe  two  may  run  mad ;  but  if  with  too  much  brain,  and 
too  little  blood,  they  do,  I'll  be  a  curer  of  madmen^ 
Here's  Agamemnon,— an  honelt  fellow  enough,  and  one 
that  loves  quails ;  but  he  hath  not  fo  much  brain  as  ear- 
wax  :  And  the  goodly  transformation  of  Jupiter  there, 
his  brother,  the  bull,— -the  prim.itive  flatue,  and  obliqud 
memorial  of  cuckolds  ;  a  thrifty  Ihooting-horn  in  a  chaiuy 
hanging  at  his  brother's  leg, — to  what  form,  but  that  hd 
is,  Ihould  wit  lar«d  with  malice,  and  malice  forced  with 
wit,  turn  him  ?  To  an  afs,  \vere  nothnig;  he  is  both  afs 
and  ox  ;  to  an  ox  were  nothing ;  he  is  both  ox  and  afs. 
To  be  a  dog,  a  naule,  a  cat,  a  fitchew,  a  toad,  a  lizard,  an 
owl,  a  puttock,  or  a  herring  without  a  roe,  I  would  not 
care,:  but  to  be  a  Menelaus, — I  would  confpire  againft 
deftinv.  Afk  me  not  what  I  would  be,  if  J  were  not 
Therfites  ;  for  I  care  not  to  be  the  loufe  of  a  lazar,  fo  I 
were  not  Menelaus. Hey-dey  !  fpirits,  and  fires! 

iiWr  Hector,  Troilus,Ajax,  Agamemnon,  Ulys*. 

S  E  s ,  Ne  S  T  O  R ,  ^;z^  P I O  M  E  D ,«//'//:>  Xz^/?^i". 

Aga.  We  go  wrong,  we  go  wrong. 
Ajax.  No,  yoncler 'tis  ;  ' -' 

There,  where  we  fee  the  light. 
HeSl,  I  trouble  you. 
Ajax.  No,  not  a  whit. 
Ulyiff.  Here  comes  himfelf  to  guide  you. 

Enter  Achilles. 

Achil.  V/elcome,  brave  Heilor ;  welcome,  princes  all. 

Aga.  So  now,  fair  prince  of  Troy,  I  bid  good  night. 
Ajax  commands  the  guard  to  tend  on  you. 

Hetl.  Thanks,  and  good  night  to   the  Greeks'  general. 

JVl^w. -Good  night,  my  lord. 

He£i.  Good  night,  fweet  lord  Menelaus. 

Ther,  Sweet  draught ;  Sweet,  quoth  a !  fweet  fmk, 
fweet  fewer.  :      ,      ^ 

Achil.  Good  night;,  and  welcome,  both  at  once,  to  thofe 
That  go,  or  tarry,      '    • 

Aga, 
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Aga.  Good  night.  [Emeunt  Ac  am.  and  Men  el, 

Ach'il.   Old  Neilor  tarries ;  and  you  too,  Diomed, 
Keep  Hedor  company  an  hour  or  two. 

Dio,  1  cannot,  lord;- 1  have  important  bufinefs, 
The  tide  whereof  is  now. — Good  night,  great  He6lor. 

Hed.  Give  me  your  hand.  ; 

VlyJ]\  Follow  his  torch,  he  goes  to  Galchas'  tent ; 
I'll  keep  you  company.  \l.o  Troilus. 

Tro'i.  Sweet  llr,  you  honour  me. 
-    He^.  And  fo,  good  night. 

AchiL  Come,  come,  enter  my  tent.    [Exeunt  feverally, 

Ther.  That  fame  Dipmed's  a  falfe-hearted  rogue,  a 
moft  unjuft  knave ;  I  W\\\  no  more  truft  him  when  he 
leers,  than  I  wnll  a  ferpent  when  he  hifles  :  he  will  fpend 
his  mouth,  and  promife,  like  Brabler  the  hound;  but 
when  he  performs,  aftronomaers  foretell  it;  it  is  pro- 
digious, there  will  come  fome  change ;  the  fun  bor- 
rows of  the  moon,  when  Diomed  keeps  his  word.  I  will 
rather  leave  to  fee  Hei^or,  than  not  to  dog  him  :  they  fay, 
he  keeps  a  Trojan  drab,  and  ufes  the  traitor  Calchas  his 
tent:  I'll  after. — Nothing  but  lechery!  all  incontinent 
varlets !  [_Exit. 


SCENE     II.     Calchas'  Tent, 

Enter  Diomed. 

Dio.  What,  are  you  up  here?  ho!  fpeak. 
CaL  Who  calls? 

Dio,  Diomed. 

Calchas,  I  think.     Where  Is  your  daughter? 
CaL  She  comes  to  you. 

Enter  Troilus  atid  Ulysses,  at  a  Dljiance;  after  them 

Thersites. 

Vbjl'  Stand  where  the  torch  may  not  difcover  us. 

Enter  Cressida. 

Troi.  Creffid,  come  forth  to  him. 
Dio,  How  now,  my  charge  i 
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Cre.  Now,  my  fweet  guardian  ! — Hark, 
A  word  with  yon.  [fVhiJpers, 

Troi.  Yea,  fo  familiar! 

Ulyff,  She  will  fin g  any  man  at  firft  Hght. 

Ther,  And  any  man 
May  fing  her,  if  he  can  take  her  clifF;  fh^'s  noted. 

Dio,  Will  you  remember  ?- 

Cre,  Remember?  yes. 

Dio.  Nay,  but  do  then  ; 
And  let  your  mind  be  coupled  with  your  words, 

Troi.  What  fhould  fhe  remember  ? 

Ulyff.  Lift ! 

Cre.  Sweet  honey  Greeks  tempt  me  no  more  to  folly. 

Ther,  Roguery.' 

Dio.  Nay,  then, 

Cre.   I'll  tell  you  what. 

Dio.  Pho  !  pho !  come,  tell  a  pin  :  You  are  forfworn. — 

Cre.  In  faith,  I  cannot :  What  would  you  have  me  do? 

Ther.  A  juggling  trick,  to  be — fecretly  open. 

Dio,  What  did  you  fwear  you  would  beftow  on  me  ? 

Cre.  I  pr'ythee,  do  not  hold  me  to  mine  oath  \ 
Bid  me  do  any  thing  but  that,  fweet  Greek. 

Dio.  Good  night. 

Troi.  Hold,  patience ! 

UlyJJ'.  How  now,  Trojan  ? 

Cre.  Diomed — 

Dio.  No,  no,  good  night :  I'll  be  your  fool  no  more, 

Troi.  Thy  better  muft. 

Cre.  Hark,  one  word  in  your  ear. 

Troi.  O  plague  and  madnefs  ! 

(Jlyff.  You  are  mov'd,  prince  ;  let  us  depart,  I  pray 
you. 
\,t^  your  difpleafure  fhould  enlarge  itfelf 
To  wrathful  terms  :  this  place  is  dangerous  ; 
The  time  right  deadly  ;  I  befeech  you,  go. 

Trqi.  Behold,  I  pray  you  ! 

Uiyjf'  Now,  good  my  lord,  go  off: 
You  flow  to  great  diftradion  :  come,  my  lord* 

Troi.  I  pr'ythee,  ftay. 

tJl0'.  You  have  not  patience  ;  come. 
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Trot.  I  pray  you,  ftay  ;  by  hell,  and  by  hell's  torments, 
J  will  not  fpeak  a  word. 

Dio.   And  fo,  good  night. 

Cre,  Nay,  but  you  part  in  anger. 

Tm.  Doth  that  grieve  thee  ? 
P  wither'd  truth ! 

Ulyjf.  Why,  how  now,  lord  ? 

Trot,  By  Jove,  I  will  be  patient. 

Cre.  Guardian ! — why,  Greek  ! 

Dio,  Pho  !  pho !  adieu,  you  palter. 

Cre.  In  faith,  I  do  not ;  come  hither  onee  again. 

UlyJf.  You  Ihake,  my  lord,  at  fomething  j  will  you  go? 
You  will  break  out. 

Trot.  She  ftrokes  his  cheek ! 

Ulyff.  Come,  come. 

Trot.  Nay,  ftay ;  by  Jove,  I  will  not  fpeak  a  wordt 
There  is  between  my  will  and  all  offences 
A  guard  of  patience  : — Stay  a  little  while. 

Ther.  How  the  devil  luxury,  with  his  fat  rump,  and 
potatoe  finger,  tickles  thefe  together!  Fry,  lechery,  fry! 

Dio.  But  will  you  then  ? 

Cre.  In  faith,  I  will,  la !  never  truft  me  elfe. 

Die.  Give  me  fome  token  for  the  furety  of  it. 

Cre.  I'll  fetch  you  one. 

Vlyff.  You  have  fworn  patience. 

Troi.  Fear  me  not,  my  lord  : 
I  will  not  be  myfelf,  nor  have  cognition 
Of  what  I  feel  j  I  am  all  patience. 

j^e-enter  Cressida. 

Ther.  Now  the  pledge  ;  now,  now,  now! 

Cre.  Here,  Diomed,  keep  this  lleeve. 

Troi.  O  beauty ! 
Where  is  thy  faith  ? 

Ulyf.  My  lord, - 

Troi.  I  will  be  patient ;  outwardly  I  will. 

Cre.  You  look  upon  that  lleeve  :  Behold  it  well.— » 
^e  lov'd  me. — O  falfe  wench  ! — Giv't  me  again. 

Dio.  Whofe  was't  ? 

Cre,  Jt  is  no  matter,  now  I  hav't  again. 

^     "  JwiU 
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I  will  not  meet  with  you  to-morrow  night : 
I  pr'ythee,  Diomed,  vifit  me  no  more. 

Ther.  Now  fhe  fharpens  \ — Wellfaid,  whetftone  ! 

Dlo,  I  (hall  have  it, 

Cre    What,  this  \ 

Dio.  Ay,  that. 

Cre.  O,  all  you  gods  ! — O  pretty,  pretty  pledge ! 
Thy  mafter  now  lies  thinking  in  his  bed 
Of  thee,  and  me  ;  and  fighs,  and  takes  my  glove. 
And  gives  m.emorial  dainty  kifTes  to  it, 
As  I  kifs  thee  — Nay,  do  not  fnatch  it  from  me  ; 
He  that  takes  that,  mud  take  my  heart  withal. 

Dio.  I  had  your  heart  before,  this  follows  it. 

Troi,   I  did  fvvear  patience. 

Cre,  You  fhall  not  have  it,  Diomed  :  'faith  you  fliall 
not ; 
I'll  give  you  fomething  elfe. 

Dio,  I  will  have  this  ;  Whofe  was  it? 

Cre.  It  is  no  matter. 

Dio*  Come,  tell  me  whofe  it  was  r 

Cre.  *Twas  one's  that  lov'd  me  better  than  you  will,- 
But,  now  you  have  it,  take  it. 

Dio,  Whofe  was  it  \ 

C;t.  By  ail  Diana's  waiting-women  yonder. 
And  by  herfelf,  I  will  not  tell  you  whofe. 

Dio.  To-morrow  will  I  wear  it  on  my  helm  5 
And  grieve  his  fpirit,  that  dares  not  challenge  it. 

Troi,  Wer't  thou  the  devil,  and  wor'lt  it  on  thy  harn^  - 
It  fhould  be  challeng'd. 

Cre.  Well,  well,  'tis  done,  'tis  pad  ; — And  yet  it  is  not; 
I  will  not  keep  my  word. 

Dio.  Why  then,  farewell ; 
Thou  never  flialt  mock  Diomed  again. 

Cre.  You  (hall  not  go : — One  cannot  fpeak  a  word, 
^ut  it  ftraight  ftarts  you. 

Dio.  I  do  not  like  this  fooling. 

Ther.  Nor  I,  by  Pluto:  but  that  that  likes  not  you, 
Fleafes  me  bed. 

Diz.  What,  fhail  I  come  r  the  hour  r 

Qrc. 
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€re.  Ay,  come  : O  Jove  ! 

po,  come  : — I  fhall  be  plagu'd. 

Dio.   Farewell  'till  then.  "  [-^'^^'^T 

Cre.  Good  night.     I  pr'ythee,  come. 
Troilus,  farewell !  one  eye  yet  looks  on  thee; 
But  with  my  heart  the  other  eye  doth  fee. — 
Ah  !  poor  our  fex !  this  fault  in  us  I  find, 
The  error  of  our  eye  dire<Sts  our  mind  : 
What  error  leads,  muft  err  ;  O  then  conclude, 
Minds,  fvvay'd  by  eyes,  are  full  of  turpitude.  [£'*•//, 

Ther.  A  proof  of  ftrength  fhe  could  not  publifh  morCj 
Unlefs  iLc  fay,  Pvly  mind  is  now  turn'd  whore, 

U/yJ/l  All's  done,  my  lord. 

Troi.   It  is. 

Ulyff,   Why  ftay  we  then  ? 

Tro/,  To  make  a  recordation  to  my  foul 
Of  every  fy liable  that  here  v/as  fpoke. 
But,  if  I  tell  how  thefe  two  did  co-a6l. 
Shall  I  not  lie  in  publifhing  a  truth  ? 
3ith  yet  there  is  a  credence  in  my  heart,    . 
An  efperance  fo  obftinately  ftrong. 
That  doth  invert  the  atteft  of  eyes  and  ears  ; 
As  if  thofe  organs  had  deceptions  fun6lionSj 
Created  only  to  calumniate. 
Was  Creflid  herg  r 

Ulyff.  I  cannot  conjure,  Trojan. 

Troi.   She  was  not,  fure. 

Ulyff'.  Moft  fure,  fhe  was. 

Troi.  Why  rny  negation  hath  no  tade  of  madnefs. 

Ul)iff]  Nor  mine,  my  lord  :  Creflid  was  here  but  now, 

Troi.  Let  it  not  be  believ'd  for  womanhood  ! 
Think,  we  had  mothers  ;  do  not  give  advantage 
To  flubborn  critics— apt,  without  a  theme, 
For  depravation-— to  fquare  the  general  fex 
By  Creflid's  rule:  rather  think  this  not  Creflid. 

UlyJ/l  Whai  hath  fhe  done,  prince,  that  can.  foil  our 
mothers  ? '    ' 

Troi.  Nothing  at  all,  unlefs  that  this  were  fhe. 

Ther,  Will  he  fvyagger  himfelf  out  on's  own  eyes? 

Troi,  Thisfl)c!  ho,  this  is  Diomed's  Creflida: 

If 
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If  beauty  have  a  foul,  this  is  not  flie; 

If  fouls  guide  vows,  if  vows  be  fanclimony. 

If  fandimony  be  the  gods'  delight, 

If  there  be  rule  in  unity  itfelf, 

This  is  not  fhe.     O  madnefs  of  difcourfe. 

That  caufc  fets  up  with  and  agaimt  itfelf! 

Bi-fold  authority  !  where  reafon  can  revolt 

Without  perdition,  and  lofs  aliume  all  reafon 

Without  revolt ;  this  is,  and  is  not,  Crefiid  ! 

Within  my  foul  there  doth  commence  a  fight 

Of  this  ftrange  nature,  that  a  thing  infeparate 

Divides  far  wider  than  the  fky  and  earth  ; 

And  yet  the  fpacious  breadth  of  this  divifion 

Admits  no  orifice  fcrr  a  point,  as  fubtle 

As  Arachne's  broken  woof,  to  enter. 

Inftance,  O  inftance  1  ftrong  as  Pluto's  gates  ; 

Creilid  is  mine,  tied  with  the  bonds  of  heaven: 

Inftance,  O  inftance  !  ftrong  as  heaven  itfelf ; 

The  bonds  of  heaven  are  flipp'd,  diflblv'd,  and  loos'd  ; 

And  with  another  knot,  five-finger-tied. 

The  fra6lions  of  her  faith,  ortsof  her  love. 

The  fragments,  fcraps,  the  bits,  and  greafy  rcliqucs 

Of  her  o'er-eaten  faith,  are  bound  to  Diomed. 
Ulyff,  May  worthy  Troilus  be  half  attach 'd 

With  that  which  here  his  paftion  doth  exprefs  ! 
Troi.  Ay,  Greek  ;  and  that  ftiall  be  divulged  well 

In  characters  as  red  as  Mars  his  heart 

Inflam'd  with  Venus  :  never  did  young  man  fancy 

With  fo  eternal,  and  fo  fix'd  a  foul. 

Hark,  Greek! — As  much  as  I  do  Creftid  love, 

So  much  by  weight  hate  I  her  Diomed  ; 

That  fleeve  is  mine  that  he'll  bear  on  his  helm  ; 

Were  it  a  cafque  composed  by  Vulcan's  ikill, 

My  fword  fhould  bite  it :   nor  the  dreadful  fpout. 

Which  fhipmen  do  the  hurricano  call, 

Conftring'd  in  mafs  by  the  almighty  fun. 

Shall  dizzy  with  m.ore  clamour  Neptune's  ear 

In  his  defcent,  than  ihali  my  prompted  fword 

Falling  on  Diomed. 

Ther,  He'll  tickle  it  for  his  concupy. 

Troi. 
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TroL  O  Creffid !  O  falfe  Creffid  !  falfe,  falfe,  falfe ! 
Let  all  untruths  ftand  by  thy  flained  name. 
And  they'll  feem  glorious. 

UlyjfJ'.  Oj  contain  yourfelf ; 
Your  paflion  draws  ears  hither. 

Enter  ^neas. 

/Ene,  I  have  been  feeking  you  this  hour,  my  lord  : 
He6lor,  by  this,  is  arming  him  in  Troy ; 
Ajax,  your  guard,  ftays  to  conduct  you  home. 

Troi.  Have  v^'ith  you,  prince : — My  courteous  lord, 
adieu : — 
Farewell,  revolted  fair !- — and,  Diomed, 
Stand  fad,  and  wear  a  caftle  on  thy  head ! 

UJyJf.  I'll  bring  you  to  the  gates. 

Troi,  Accept  diftra6led  thanks. 

\_Exeunt  Troilus,  i^NEAS,  and  Ulysses. 

Ther.  'Would  I  could  meet  that  rogue  Diomed!  I 
would  croak  like  a  raven  ;  I  would  bode,  I  would  bode. 
Patroclus  will  give  me  any  thing  for  the  intelligence  of 
this  whore  :  the  parrot  will  not  do  more  for  an  almond, 
than  he  for  a  commodious  drab.  Lechery,  lechery  ;  ftili 
wars  and  lechery  ;  nothing  elfe  holds  falliion  :  A  burning 
devil  take  them !  [_Exit, 

SCENE     11 L     The  Palace  of  Troy. 

Enter  Hector  ^w^^  Andromache. 

And,  When  was  my  lord  fo  much  ungently  temper'd, 
To  flop  his  ears  againlt  adm.oniiliment  ? 
Unarm,  unarm,  and  do  not  fight  to-day. 

HeSf.  You  train  me  to  offend  you  ;  get  you  in  : 
By  all  the  everlafling  gods,  I'll  go. 

And,  My  dreams  will,  fure,  prove  ominous  to-dav. 

HeSf.  No  more,  I  fay. 

Enter  Cassandra. 
Caf.  Where  is  my  brother  He£lor  ? 
And,  Here,  filler  j  arm'd,  and  bloody  in  intent : 

Coiifort 
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Confort  with  me  in  loud  and  dear  petition, 

Purfiie  we  him  on  knees  ;  for  I  have  dreamt 

Of  bloody  turbulence,  and  this  whole  night 

Hath  nothing  been  but  fhapes  and  forms  of  flaughten 

CaJ,  O,  it  is  true  ! 

HeSf.  Ho  !  bid  my  trumpet  found  ! 

€af.  No  notes  of  fally,  for  the  heavens,  fweet  brother,' 

Hc^i,  Begone,  I  fay  :  the  gods  have  heard  me  fweai- 

CmJ.  The  gods  are  deaf  to  hot  and  peevifh  vows  \ 
They  are  polluted  offerings,  more  abhorr'd 
Than  fpotted  livers  in  the  facrifice.^ 

And,  O  !  be  perfuaded  :   Do  hot  count  it  holy 
To  hurt  by  being  juft  i  it  is  as  lawful 
For  us  to  count  we  give  what's  gain'd  by  thefts. 
And  rob  in  the  behalf  of  charity. 

Caf.  It  is  the  purpofe  that  makes  ftrong  the  vow 5 
But  vows,  to  every  purpofe,  muft  not  hoM : 
Unarm,  fweet  Heiflor. 

Hea.  Hold  you  ftill,  I  fay ; 
Mine  honour  keeps  the  weather  of  my  fate  : 
Life  every  man  holds  dear  ;  but  the  dear  man 
Holds  honour  far  more  precious-dear  than  life. — • 

Enter  Troilus. 

How  now,  young  man  ;  mean'ft  thou  to  fight  to-d^y  ? 

And,  Caifandra,  call  my  father  to  perfuade. 

[^V/ Cassandra, 

Hea.  No,   'faith,  young  Troilus ;    doff  thy  harnefs.v 
youth ; 
I  am  to-day  V  the  vein  of  chivalry: 
Let  grow  thy  fmews  'till  their  knots  be  ftrcrig. 
And  tempt  not  yet  the  brufhes  of  the  war. 
Unarm  thee,  go ;  and  doubt  thou  not,  brave  boy, 
I'll  Ifand  to-day  for  thee,  and  me,  and  Troy. 

Trot.  Brother,  you  have  a  vice  of  mercy  in  you. 
Which  better  fits  a  lion,  than  a  man. 

Hca.  What  vice  is  that,  good  Troilus  r  chide  me  forit* 
,   Troi.   When  marry  times  the  captive  Grecians  fall. 
Even  in  the  fan  and  wind  of  your  fair  fword. 
You  bid  them  rife,  and  live. 

Hea. 
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HeSl,  O!  'tis  fair  play. 

Trot.  Fool's  play  by  heaven,  Hedlor. 

He^.  How  now  ?  how  nov/  ? 

Troi.   For  the  love  of  all  the  gods, 
Let's  leave  the  hermit  pity  with  our  mother ; 
And  when  we  have  our  armours  buckled  on. 
The  venom'd  vengeance  ride  upon  our  fwords; 
Spur  them  to  ruthful  work,  rein  them  from  ruth^ 

Hed,  Fie,  favage,  fie  ! 

Trot.  Hcftor,  then  'tis  wars. 

HeSf.  Troilus,  I  would  not  have  vou  ficrht  to-dav"d 
^     Troi.  Who  fhould  with-hold  me? 
.  Not  fate,  obedience,  nor  the  hand  of  Mars, 
Beckoning  with  fiery  truncheon  my  retire  ; 
Not  Priamus  and  Hecuba  on  knees. 
Their  eyes  o'er-galled  with  recourfe  of  tears  ; 
Nor  you,  my  brother,  with  yoiir  true  fword  drawn jj 
Oppos'd  to  hinder  me,  fhould  flop  my  way, 
But  by  my  riiin. 

Re-enter  Cassandra,  with  Priam. 

Caf.  Lay  hold  upon  him,  Priam,  hold  him  faft  s 
He  is  thy  crutch  ;  now  if  thou  lofe  thy  ftay. 
Thou  on  him  leaning,  and  all  Troy  on  thee, 
Fall  all  together. 

Priam.     Come,  He6tor,  come,  go  back  : 
Thy  wife  hath  dream't ;  thy  mother  hath  had  vifions  > 
CalTandra  doth  forefee  ;  and  I  myfelf 
Am  like  a  prophet  fuddenly  enrapt. 
To  tell  thee — that  this  day  is  ominous  i 
Therefore,  come  back. 

Hei^.  iEneas  is  a-field  ; 
And  I  do  ftand  engag'd  to  many  Greeks/ 
Even  in  the  face  of  valour,  to  appear 
This  morning  to  them. 

Pricmi.  But  thou  ilialt  not  go. 

Hed.  I  mu ft  not  break  my  faith. 
You  know  me  dutiful ;  therefore,  dear  fir, 
Let  me  not  fhame  refpedl  j  but  give  me  leave 

To 
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To  take  that  courfe  by  your  confent  and  voice. 
Which  you  do  here  forbid  me,  royal  Priam, 

Caf.  O  Priam,  yield  not  to  him. 

And,  Do  not,  dear  father. 

HeSf.  Andromache,  I  am  offended  with  you. 
Upon  the  love  you  bear  me,  get  you  in. 

\_Exit  Andromache. 

TroL  This  foolifh,  dreaming,  fuperftitious  girl 
Makes  all  thefe  bodements. 

CaJ,  O  farewell,  dear  Heaor! 
Look,  how  thou  dy'ft !  look,  how  thy  eye  turns  pale  I 
Look,  how  thy  wounds  do  bleed  at  many  vents  ! 
Hark,  how  Troy  roars  !  how  Hecuba  cries  out! 
How  poor  Andromache  fhrills  her  dolours  forth  t 
Behold,  diftradion,  frenzy,  and  amazement. 
Like  witlefs  anticks,  one  another  meet. 
And  all  cry— Heftor !  Heftor'sdead!  O  Hedor  ! 

Trot.  Away ! Away  ! 

Caf.  Farewell.  Yet  foft : — Hedor,  I  take  my  leave : 
Thou  doft  thyfelf  and  all  our  Troy  deceive.  [^Exit, 

He£t.  You  are  amaz'd,  my  liege,  at  her  exclaim : 
Go  in,  and  cheer  the  town  :  we'll  forth,  and  fight ; 
Do  deeds  worth  praife,  and  tell  you  them  at  night. 

Priam.  Farewell ;  The  gods  with  fafety  ftand  about 
thee!  [^at/V  Priam.    Alarums, 

TroL  They  are  at  it ;  hark  I  Proud  Diomed,  believe, 
I  come  to  lofe  my  arm,  or  win  my  fleeve. 

Enter  Pandarus. 

Pan,  Do  you  hear,  my  lord  ?  do  you  hear? 

Troi,  What  now  ?  ' 

Pan,  Here's  a  letter  come  from  yon*  poor  girl. 

Troi,  Let  me  read. 

Pan,  A  whorefon  phthifick,  a  whorefon  rafcally  phthi- 
fick  fo  troubles  me,  and  the  foolifh  fortune  of  this  girl ; 
and  what  one  thing,  what  another,  that  I  (hall  leave  you 
one  o'  thefe  days  :  And  I  have  a  rheum  in  mine  eyes  too  ; 
and  fuch  an  ach  in  my  bones,  that,  unlefs  a  man  were 
curfl,  1  cannot  tell  what  to  think  on't. — What  fays  fhe 
tbeie  ? 

Tro'u 
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froL  Words,  words,  mere  words,  no  matter  from  the 
heart ;  \^Tearing  the  Letter » 

The  efFed  doth  operate  another  way.— - 
Go,  wind  to  wind,  there  turn  and  change  together, — 
My  love  with  words  and  errors  ftill  fhe  feeds ; 
But  edifies  another  with  her  deeds. 

Pan.  Why,  but  hear  you 

T^roi.  Hence,  broker  lacquey  ! — ignominy^and  fhanie 
Purfue  thy  life,  and  live  aye  with  thy  name  !         [Exeunt. 


SCENE     IV.     Bet-ween  Trsy  and  the  Camp. 

[Alarum.']     Enter  Thersites. 

Ther.  Now  they- are  clapper-clawing  one  another;  I'll 
go  look  on.  That  diflfembling  abominable  varlet,  Dio- 
med,  has  got  that  fame  fcurvy,  doting,  foolifh  young 
knave's  fleeve  of  Troy,  there,  in  his  helm  :  1  would  fain 
fee  them  meet ;  that  that  fame  young  Trojan  afs,  that 
loves  the  whore  there,  might  fend  that  Greekifh  whore- 
mafterly  villain,  with  the  fleeve,  back  to  the  dilTemblirig 
luxurious  drab  of  a  fleevelefs  errand.  O'  the  other  fide. 
The  policy  of  thofe  crafty  fwearing  rafcals, — that  ftale 
old  moufe-eaten  dry  cheefe,  Neftor ;  and  that  fame  dog- 
fox, UlylTes, — is  not  prov'd  worth  a  black-berry  : — They 
fet  me  up,  in  policy,  that  mungrel  cur,  Ajax,  againftthat 
dog  of  as  bad  a  kind,  Achilles  :  and  now  is  the  cur  Ajax 
prouder  than  the  cur  Achilles,  and  will  not  arm  to-day; 
whereupon  the  Grecians  begin  to  proclaim  barbarifm, 
arid  policy  grows  into  an  ill  opinion.  Soft !  here  comes 
fleeve,  and  t'other. 

Enter  Diomed  and  Troilus. 

Troi.  Fly  not ;  for,  ihouldft  thou  take  the  river  Styx, 
I  would  fwim  after. 

Dio.  Thou  dofl:  mif-call  retire  : 
I  do  not  fly  ;  but  advantageous  care 
Withdrew  me  from  the  odds  of  multitude  : 
Have  at  thee,  [They  go  off  fighting; 

H  Th^r. 
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Ther.  Hold  thy  where,  Grecian ! — now  for  thy  whorej 
Trojan !— now  the  ileeve,  now  the  fleeve ! 

Enter  Hector. 

Hei^.  What  art  thou,  Greek?  art  thou  for  He£lor^s 
match  ? 
Art  thou  of  blood  and  honour? 

Ther.  No,  no  : — I  am  a  rafcal ;  a  fcurvy  railing  knave ; 
a  very  filthy  rogue. 

Msuf.  I  do  believe  thee  ; — live,  [iiV/V. 

Ther.  God-a-mercy  that  thou  wilt  believe  me!  But  a 
plague  break  thy  neck,  for  frighting  me  !  What's  become 
of  the  wenching  rogues  ?  I  think  they  have  fwallow'd  one 
another :  I  would  laugh  at  that  miracle.  Yet,  in  a  fort, 
lechery  eats  itfelf.     Til  feek  them.  \_Exit', 


SCENE     V.     Between  Troy  and  the  Camp, 

Enter  Diomed  and  a  Servant, 

Dio.  Go,  go,  my  fervant,  take  thou  Troilus'  horfe ; 
Prefent  the  fair  fteed  to  my  lady  CrcfTid  : 
Fellow,  commend  my  fervice  to  her  beauty; 
Tell  her,  I  have  chaitis'd  the  amorous  Trojari, 
And  am  her  knight  by  proof. 

Serv.  I  go,  my  lord. 

Enter  Agamemnon. 

^gdi  Renew,  renew !  The  fierce  Polydamas 
Hath  beat  down  Menon :  baftard  Margarelon 
Hath  Doreus  prifoner  ; 
And  flands  coloflus-wife,  waving  his  beam 
Upon  the  pafhed  corfes  of  the  kings 
Epiftrophus  and  Cedius  :  Polixenes  is  flain  ; 
Amphimachus,  and  Thoas,  deadly  hurt  ; 
Patroclus  ta'en,  or  flain  ;  and  Palamedes 
Sore  hurt  and  bruis'd  :  the  dreadful  Sagittarj 
Appals  our  numbers  ;  hafte  we,  Diomed, 
To  reinforcement,  or  we  perifh  all. 

Enter 
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Enter  Nestor. 

Keji.  Go,  bear  Patroclus'  body  to  Achilles ; 

And  bid  the  fiiail-pac'd  Ajax  arm  for  fhame. 

There  is  a  thoufand  He6lors  in  the  field  : 
Now  here  he  fights  on  Galathe  his  horfe. 
And  there  lacks  work  ;  anon,  he's  there  afoot. 
And  there  they  fly,  or  die,  like  fcaled  fkulls 
Before  the  belching  whale ;  then  is  he  yonder. 
And  there  the  ftrawy  Greeks,  ripe  for  his  edge. 
Fall  down  befoje  him,  like  the  mower's  fwath  ' 
Here,  there,  and  every  \yhere,  he  leaves,  and  takes ; 
Dexterity  lb  obeying  appetite. 
That  what  he  will,  he  does  ;  and. does  fo  much. 
That  proof  is  calFd  impoilibility. 

Enter  Ulysses. 

Vlyjf.  O,  courage,  courage,  princes  !  great  Achilies 
Is  arming,  weeping,  curimg,  vowing  vengeance  : 
Patroclus'  wounds  have  rpuz'd  his  drowfy  bloo(J, 
Together  with  his  mangled  Myrmidons, 
That  nofelefs,  handlefs,  hack'd  and  chip'd  come  to  him. 
Crying  on  He<5lor.     Ajax  hath  loft  a  friend. 
And  foams  at  mouth,  and  he  is  arm'd,  and  at  it. 
Roaring  for  Troilus  ;  who  hath  done  to-day 
Mad  and  fantaftic  execution ; 
Engaging  and  redeeming  of  himfelf. 
With  fuch  a  carelefs  force,  and  forcelefs  care. 
As  if  that  hick,  in  very  fpite  of  cunning,^ 
Bade  him  win  all. 

Enter  Ajax,. 

'^jax.  Troilus  !  thou  coward  Troilus  ?■  \_Exitj. 

—  Dio,  Ay,  there,  there. 

Neji,  So,  fo,  we  draw  together.  \_Exeunt,» 

Enter  Achilles,. 

AchlL  Where  is  this  He6tor  ? 
Come,  come,  thou  boy-queller,  fhew  thy  face ; 
Know  what  it  is  to.meet  Achilles  angry. 
He£tor  !  where's  Hedtor  ?   I  will  none  but  He£lor.  \_Exit, 

Ha  SCENE 
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SCENE     VI.     Another  Part  of  the  Field. 
Re-enter  AjAX. 
Ajax,  Troilus,  thou  coward  Troilus,  fhew  thy  head ! 

Enter  Diomed. 

Dio,  Troilus,  I  fay  !  where 's  Troilus  ? 
Ajax,  What  would 'ft  thou  ? 
Dio.  I  would  corre6l  him. 

Ajax.  Were  I  the  general,  thou  fhould'ft  have  my  office. 
Ere  that  correction  :  Troilus,  I  fay  !  what,  Troilus  ! 

£'«/^r  Troilus.    r 

Trot.  O   traitor  Diomed  ! — turn  thy  falfe  face,  thou 
traitor, 
And  pay  thy  life  thou  ow'lT:  me  for  my  horfe  ! 
Dio,  Ha!  art  thou  there? 

Ajax.  I'll  fight  with  him  alone  ;  ftand,  Diomed. 
Dio.  He  is  my  prize,  I  will  not  look  upon. 
Troi.  Come  both,  you  cogging  Greeks  ;  have  at  you 
both.  [^Exeunt fighting. 

Enter  Hector. 

Hen.  Yea,  Troilus?    O,  well  fought,  my  youngeft 
brother! 

£;7/^r  Achilles. 

AchiL  Now  do  I  fee  thee  :  Ha ! — Have  at  thee.  Hec- 
tor. 

He^.  Paufe,  if  thou  wilt.  {Fights 

AchiL  I  du  difdain  thy  courtefy,  proud  Trojan. 

Be  happy,  that  my  arms  are  out  of  ufe  : 

My  reft  and  negligence  befriend  thee  now, 

But  thou  anon  Ihalt  hear  of  me  again  ; 

*Till  when,  go  feek  thy  fortune. 
He6i.   Fare  thee  well : — 

I  would  have  been  much  more  a  frefher  man. 

Had  I  expefted  thee. — How  now,  my  brother  ? 

Re-enter 


TRGII,US   AND     CRESSIDA.  ^5 

Re-enterTROiLVS, 

Trot,  Ajax  hath  ta'en  ^neas :  Shall  it  be  ? 
No,  by  the  flame  of  yonder  glorious  heaven. 
He  fhall  not  carry  him  ;  111  be  taken  loo, 
pr  bring  him  off : — Fate,  hear  me  what  I  fay ! 
i  reck  not  though  I  end  my  life  to-day.  \_ExiL 

Enter  one  in  Armour, 

HeSf,  Stand,  ftand,  thou  Greek ;  thou  art  a  goodly 
mark  \ — 
No  ?  wilt  thou  not  ? — I  like  thy  armour  well ; 
I'll  frufh  it,  and  unlock  the  rivets  ail, 
feut  I'll  be  mailer  of  it : — Wilt  thou  not,  bead,  abide? 
Why  then,  fly  on,  I'll  hunt  thee  for  thy  hide,  \_Exih 


SCENE     VI L     Another  Part  of  the  Field. 
Enter  Achilles  with  Myrmidons. 

AchiL  Come  here  about  me,  you  my  Myrmidons : 
Mark  what  I  fay, — Attend  me  where  I  wheel : 
Strike  not  a  ftroke,  but  keep  yourfelves  in  breath  j 
And  when  I  have  the  bloody  He6lor  found. 
Empale  him  with  your  weapons  round  about ; 
In  felled  manner  execute  your  arms. 
Follow  me,  firs,  and  my  proceedings  eye  : — 
It  is  decreed — Hedor  the  great  muft  die.  [^E/eunL 


SCENE     VIII.     The  fame. 

Enter  Thersites,  Menelaus,  anti  Faris, 

Ther.  The  cuckold  and  the  cuckold-maker  arc  at  it : 
Now,  bull !  now,  dog !  'Loo,  Paris,  'loo !  now  my 
double-hen'd  fparrow  !  'loo,  Paris,  loo  \  The  bull  has 
^he  game  ;— 'ware  horns,  ho  ! 

[Exeunt  Varis  and Mej^elavs. 

Enter 
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Ejiter  Margarelon. 

Mar.  Turn,  flave,  and  fight. 

Thcr,  What  art  thou  r 

Mar.  A  ballard  fon  of  Priam's. 

Ther.  I  am  a  ballard  too ;  I  love  baflards  :  I  am  a 
baftard  begot,  baftard  inftruftcd,  baflard  in  mind,  baltard 
in  valour,  in  every  thing  illegitimate.  One  bear  will  not 
bite  another,  and  wherefore  Inould  one  baltard  r  Take 
heed,  the  quarrel's  moft  ominous  to  us :  if  the  Ton  of  a 
%vhore  fight  for  a  whore,  he  tempts  judgment ;  Farewell, 
baftard. 

Mar.  The  devil  take  thee,  coward  !  \Exeunt, 


SCENE     IX.     Another  Part  of  the  Field. 
Enter  Hector. 

He5f.  Mofl  putrefied  core,  fo  fair  without. 
Thy  goodly  armour  thus  hath  coft  thy  life. 
Nov/  is  my  day's  work  done  ;   I'll  take  good  breath  : 
Reft*,  fvvord  ^  thou  hafl:  thy  fill  of  blood  and  death  1 

Enter  Achilles  and  his  Myrmidons. 

Aehil.  Look,  Heclor,  how  the  fun  begins  to  fet ; 
How  ugly  night  comes  breathing  at  his  heels  : 
Even  with  the  veil  and  darkening  of  the  fun, 
To  clofe  the  day  up,  He61:or's  life  is  done. 

Heel.   I  am  unarm'd ;  forego  this  'vantage,  Greek. 

Achll.  Strike,  fellows,  (Irike  \  this  is  the  man  I  feek^ 

[Hector/^/Za 
So,  Ilicn,  fall  thou  next!  now,  TroV:,  fir^k  down  ; 
Here  lies  thy  heart,  thy  finews,  and  thy  bone. — 
On,  Mvrmidons ;  and  cry  you  all  amain, 
Achilles  hath  the  mighty  HeSlor  jlain. 
Hark  !   a  retreat  upon  our  Grecian  part. 

Myr.  The  Trojan  trumpets  found  the  like,  my  lord. 

Aehil,  The  dragon  wing  of  night  o'erfpreads  the  eart|?. 
And,  ftickler-like,  the  armies  frparates. 
Mv  half-fiipt  fword,  that  frankly  would  have  fed, 
Picas'd  with  this  dainty  bit,  thus  goc5  to  bed, — 

Come, 
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Come,  tie  his  body  to  my  horfe'.i  tail  ; 
Along  the  lield  I  vvili  the  Trojan  trail.  [^Exewit. 

Sound  Retreat,     Shout. 


SCENE     X.     Another  Part  of  the  Field, 

Enter  Agamemnon,  Ajax»   Menelaus,  NESTOKg 
D I O  M  E  D  E s ,  and  the  rej},  marching, 

Aga.  Hark  !  hark!  what  fliout  is  that  ? 

Neji,  Peace,  drums. 

SoU  Achilles!  Achilles!  Heftor's  llain  !  Achilles! 

Dio,  The  bruit  is — Hedlor's  flain,  and  by  Achilles* 

Ajax.  If  it  be  fo,  yet  bragglefs  let  it  be  ; 
Great  He£lor  was  as  good  a  man  as  he. 

Aga,  March  patiently  along : — Let  one  be  fent. 
To  pray  Achilles  fee  us  at  our  tent. — -^ 
If  in  his  death  the  gods  have  us  befriended, 
Great  Troy  is  ours,  and  our  fharp  wars  are  ended. 

\_Exeunt, 

SCENE     XI.     The  fame. 

Enter  i^NEAs,  and  Trojans. 

JEne.  Stand,  ho  !  yet  are  we  maders  of  the  field  : 
Never  go  home ;  here  ftarve  we  out  the  night. 

Enter  Troilus. 

Troi,  Heflor  is  flain. 

All.  He6lor! the  gods  forbid  1 

Troi.  He's  dead  ;  and  at  the  murderer's  horfe's  tail. 
In  beaftly  fort,  dragg'd  through  the  fhameful  field. — 
Frown  on,  you  heavens,  efFecS:  your  rage  with  fpeed! 
Sitj  gods,  upon  your  thrones,  and  fmile  at  Troy  ! 
I  fay,  at  once  !  let  your  brief  plagues  be  mercy. 
And  linger  not  our  fure  deftru6l:ions  on  1 

'JEne.  My  lord,  you  do  difcomfort  all  the  hoft. 

Troi,  You  underfland  me  not,  that  tell  me  fo  : 
I  do  not  fpeak  of  flight,  of  fear,  of  death; 
But  dare  all  imminence,  that  gods  and  men 
Addrefs  their  dangers  in.     Hedfor  is  gone ! 
Who  fhall  tell  Priam  fo,  or  Hecuba  ? 
Let  him,  that  wiU  a  fcreech-owi  aye  be  call'd. 

Go 
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Go  in  to  Troy,  and  fay  there — Hedor's  dead  I 

There  is  a  word  will  Priam  turn  to  ftone  ; 

Make  wells  and  Niobcs  of  the  maids  and  wives?* 

Cold  fratiies  of  the  youth  ;  and,  in  a  word, 

Scare  Troy  out  of  itfelf.     But,  march,  away  : 

He6lor  is  dead  ;  there  is  no  more  to  fay. 

Stay  yet ; — You  vile  abominable  tents. 

Thus  proudly  pight  upon  our  Phrygian  plains, 

iTet  Titan  rife  as  early  as  he  dare,- 

I'll  through   and  through  you ! — And  thou,  great-fiz'd 

coward ! 
No  fpace  of  earth  fhall  funder  our  two  hates  ; 
I'll  haunt  thee,  like  a  wicked  confcience  ftill, 
That  mouldeth  goblins  fwift  as  frenzy  thoughts. — 
Strike  a  free  march  to  Troy  ! — ^with  comfort  go  ; 
Hope  of  revenge  fhall  hide  our  inward  "woe. 

Enter  Pandarus. 

Pan.  Do  you  hear,  my  lord  ;  do  you  hear  ? 
Trot,  Hence,  broker  lacquey  !  ignominy  and  fhame 
Purfue  thy  life,  and  live  aye  with  thy  name  !  [_Ex.  TroIL. 

Pan,  A  goodly  med'cine  for  my  aching  bones  ! — 
Oh,  world  1  world  !  world!  thus  is  the  poor  agent  defpis"d! 
O  traitors  and  bawds,  how  earneftly  are  you  fet  a'  w^ork, 
and  how  ill  requited !  Why  fhould  our  endeavour  be  fo 
iov'd,  and  the  oerformance  fo  loath 'd  ?  what  verfe  for  it  ? 
what  inftance  for  it  ? — let  me  fee  : — 

Full  merrily  the  humble  bee  doth  fmg, 
'Till  he  hath  loft  his  honey  and  his  fling : 
But  being  once  fubdu'd  in  armed  tail, 
Sweet  honey  and  fweet  notes  together  fail. — 
Good  traders  in  the  flefh,  fet  this  in  your  painted  cloths^ 

As  many  as  be  here  of  Fandar's  hall, 

Your  eyes,  half  out,  weep  out  at  Pandar's  fall : 

Or,  if  you  cannot  weep,  yet  give  fom.e  groans. 

Though  not  for  me,  yet  for  your  aching  bones. 

Brethren,  and  fiflers,  of  the  hold-door  trade. 

Some  two  months  hence  my  will  fhall  here  be  made  : 

It  ihould  be  now,  but  that  my  fear  is  this — 

Some  galled  goofe  of  Winchefler  would  hifs  : 

'Till  then.  111  fweat,  and  feek  about  for  eafcsj 

And,  at  that  time,  bequeath  you  my  difeafes.  [£^//- 


■^ti^^-^in/C'. 
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TITUS    ANDRONICUS, 


DRAMATIS    PER  SON  iE. 

MEN. 

Saturninus,  Son  to  the  late  Emperor  of  Rome  y  and  after ^ 

wards  declared  E^nperor  h'wifelf 
Bassianus,  Brother  to  Saturninus^  in  love  with  Lavinia. 
Titus  Andronicus,  a  nohle  Romany  General  againji  the 

Goths. 
Marcus  Andronicus,  Tribune  of  the  People  y  and  Brother 

to  Titus. 
Marcus,     ^ 

V^  *      >  Sons  io  Titus  Andronicus, 

Lucius,         f 

MuTius,      J 

Toung  Lucius,  a  Boy-y  Son  to  Lucius, 

PuBLius,    Son  to  Marcus  the  Tribune y  and  Nephew-  t§- 

Titus  Andronicus,  I 

Sempronius. 

Alarbus,       > 

Chiron,  >  Sons  to  Tamora, 

Demetrius,  J 

Aaron,  a  Moory  beloved  by  Tamora, 

Captain  from  Titus's  Camp, 

j^/MlLius,  a  Mfjfenger, 

Goths  and  Romans, 

Clown, 

W  O  M  E  N. 

Tamora,  ^een  of  the  Goths y  and  afterwards  married  ^s 

Saturninus. 
Lavinia,  Daughter  to  Titus  Andronicus. 
Nurjcy  with  a  Black-a-moor  Child, 

Senators,  yudgesy  Officers y  Soldiers,  and  other  Attendants, 
Scene,  Rome ;  and  the  Country  near  it. 
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•ACT      L 

SCENE     I.      Before  the  Capitol  In  Rsme, 

Enter  the  Tribunes  and  Senators  aloft ^  as  m  the  Senate. 
Then  enter  Saturnikus  and  his  Follozvers  at  one  Door; 
and  BassIanus  and  his  Fotlotaers  at  the  other;  with 
Drum  and  Colours, 

Saturninus, 

NOBLE  patricians,  patrons  of  my  right. 
Defend  the  juftice  of  my  caufe  with  arms  ; 
And,  countrymen,  my  loving  followers. 
Plead  my  fucceffive  title  with  your  fwords : 
I  am  his  firft-born  fon,  that  was  the  laft 
That  ware  the  imperial  diadem  of  Rome ; 
Then  let  my  father's  honours  live  in  me, 
Nor  wrong  mine  age  with  this  indignity. 

Baf,    Romans, — friends,  followers,  favourers  of  my 
fight,— 
If  cverBailianus,  Casfar's  fon, 
Were  gracious  in  the  eyes  of  royal  Rome, 
Keep  then  this  paiTage  to  the  Capitol ; 
And  fufFer  not  difhonour  to  approach 
The  imperial  feat,  to  virtue  confecrate,- 
To  juftice,  continence,  and  nobility ; 
But  let  defert  in  pure  election  fhine ; 
And,  Romans,  fight  for  freedom  in  yolir  choice, 

jG'w/^r  Margus  Andronicus  aloftt  with  the  Crown^ 

Mar,  Princes,  that  ftrive  by  fa£lions,  and  by  friends^ 
Ambitioufly  for  rule  and  empery  1 
Know,  that  the  people  of  Rome,  for  whom  we  ftand 

A  a  A  fpecial 
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A  fpecial  party,  have,  by  common  voice,  ;  , 

In  eledion  for  the  Roman  empery, 

Chofen  Andrdnicus,  furnamed  Pius, 

For  many  good  and  great  deferts  to  Rome  ; 

A  nobler  man,  a  braver  warrior. 

Lives  riot  this  day  within  the  city  walls : 

He  by  the  Senate  is  accited  home, 

From  weary  wars  againft  the  barbarous  Goths  ; 

That,  with  his  fons,  a  terror  to  our  foes. 

Hath  yok'd  a  nation  ftrong,  train'd  up  in  arms. 

Ten  years  are  fpent,  fmce  firft  he  undertook 

This  caufe  of  Rome,  and  chaftifed  with  arms 

Our  enemies'  pride :  Five  times  he  hath  return'd 

Eleeding  to  Rome,  bearing  his  valiant  fons 

In  coffins  from  the  field ; 

And  now,  at  laft,  laden  with  honour's  fpoils. 
Returns  the  good  Andronicus  to  Rome, 
Renowned  Titus,  flourifhing  in  arms. 
Let  us  entreat, — By  honour  of  his  name. 
Whom,  worthily,  you  would  have  now  fucceed. 
And  in  the  Capitol  and  fenate's  right. 

Whom  you  pretend  to  honour  and  adore, 

That  you  withdraw  you,  and  abate  your  ftrength; 
Difmifs  your  followers,  and,  as  fuitors  fhould, 
Plead  your  deferts  in  peace  and  humblenefs. 

Sat.  How  fair  the  tribune  fpeaks  to  calm  my  thoughts ! 

Baf.  Marcus  Andronicus,  fo  I  do  afFy 
In  thy  uprightnefs  and  integrity. 
And  fo  I  love  and  honour  thee,  and  thine, 
Thy  noble  brother  Titus,  and  his  fons. 
And  her,  to  whom  our  thoughts  are  humbled  all. 
Gracious  Lavinia,  Rome's  rich  ornament. 
That  I  will  here  difmifs  my  loving  friends  ; 
And  to  my  fojtunes,  and  the  people's  favour. 
Commit  my  caufe  in  balance  to  be  weigh'd. 

[^Exeunt  Soldiers. 

Sati  Friends,  that  have  been  thus  forward  in  my  right, 
I  thank  you  all,  and  here  difmifs  you  all ; 
And  to  the  love  and  favour  of  my  country 
Commit  myfelf,  my  perfon,  and  the  caufe : 

Rome, 
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Rome,  be  as  juft  and  gracious  unto  me. 
As  I  am  contident  and  kind  to  thee.— 
Open  the  gates  -and  let  me  in. 

Baf.  Tribunes !  and  me,  a  poor  competitor. 

\T^hey  go  into  the  Senate  Houfe, 


S  C  E  N  E    II. 

Enter  a  Captain, 

Capt.  Romans,  make  way  ;  the  good  Andronicus, 
Patron  of  virtue,  Rome's  beft  champion, 
Succefsful  in  the  battles  that  he  fights. 
With  honour  and  with  fortune  is  return'd, 
From  where  he  circumfcribed  with  his  fword. 
And  brought  to  yoke  the  enemies  of  Rome. 

Sound  Drums  and  TrumpetSy  and  then  enter  MuTIUS  and 
Marcus  :  after  them,  two  men  bearing  a  Coffin  cover  d 
with  black;  then  Quintus  and  Lucius.  After  them 
Titus  Andronicus  ;  and  then  ^amora,  the  ^een 
ofGothsj  Alarbus,  Chiron,  ^w^^  Demetrius,  with 
Aaron  the  Moor^  Prifoners\  Soldiers ,  and  other  At- 
tendants,    They  Jet  down  the  Coffin^  and  ^iTUsfpeah, 

Tit.  Hail,  Rome!  vici:orious  in  thy  mourning  weeds! 
Lo  !  as  the  bark,  that  hath  difcharg'd  her  fraught. 
Returns  with  precious  lading  to  the  bay. 
From  whence  at  firft  fhe  weigh 'd  her  anchorage, 
Cometh  Andronicus,  bound  with  laurel  boughs. 
To  re-falute  his  country  with  his  tears  ; 
Tears  of  true  joy  for  his  return  to  Rome. — 
Thou,  great  defender  of  this  Capitol, 
Stand  gracious  to  the  rites  that  we  intend! 
Romans,  of  five  and  twenty  valiant  fons, 
Half  of  the  number  that  king  Priam  had. 
Behold  the  poor  remains,  alive,  and  dead! 
Thofe  that'  furvive,  let  Rome  reward  with  love  ; 
Thefe,  that  I  bring  unto  their  lateft  home. 
With  burial  among  their  anceftors  : 
Here  (Joths  have  given  me  leave  to  fheath  my  fword. 

Titus 
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Titus',  unkind,  and  carelefs  of  thine  own, 
Why  fufFer'ft  thou  thy  fons,  unburied  yet. 
To  hover  on  the  dreadful  fhore  of  Styx  ? — 
Make  way  to  lay  them  by  their  brethren. 

[They  open  the  Tomh 
There  greet  in  filence,  as  the  dead  were  wont, 
And  fleep  in  peace,  flain  in  your  country's  wars ! 
O  facred  receptacle  of  my  j oVs , 
Sweet  cell  of  virtue  and  nobility. 
How  many  fons  of  mine  haft  thou  in  ftore. 
That  thou  wilt  never  render  to  me  more  ? 

Luc,  Give  us  the  proudeft  prifoner  of  the  Goths^ 
That  we  may  hue  his  limbs,  and,  on  a  pile. 
Ad  manes  f rat  rum  yhcn'acQ  hisflelh, 
Before  this  earthly  prifon  of  their  bones  ; 
That  fo  the  fhadows  be  not  unappeas'd, 
Nor  we  difturb'd  with  prodigies  on  earth. 

Tit.  I  give  him  you  ;  the  nobleft  that  furvives  ^ 
The  eldeft  fon  of  this  diftrelled  queen. 

Tam.  Stay,  Roman  brethren, — Gracious  conqueror^ 
Victorious  Titus,  rue  the  tears  I  fhed, 
A  motlier's  tears  in  paiiion  for  her  fon  : 
And,  if  thy  Tons  were  ever  dear  to  thee, 
O)  think  my  fon  to  be  as  dear  lo  me. 
Sufficeth  not,  that  we  are  brought  to  Rome, 
To  beautify  thy  triumphs,  and  return, 
Captive  to  thee,  and  to  thy  Roman  yoke^ 
But  muft  my  fons  be  flaughter'd  in  the  ftreets^ 
For  valiant  doings  in  their  country's  caufei 
O !  if  to  fight  for  king  and  common-weal 
Were  piety  in  thine,  it  is  in  thefe  ; 
Andronicus^  ftain  not  thy  tomb  with  blood  ; 
Wilt  thou  draw  near  the  nature  of  the  gods  ,^ 
Draw  near  them  then  in  being  merciful -: 
Sweet  mercy  is  nobility's  true  badge  ; 
Thrice  noble  Titus,  fpare  my  firft^jorn  fon. 

Tit.  Patient  yourfelf,  madam,  and  pardon  me. 
Thefe  are  their  brethren,  w^hom  you  Goths  behold 
Alive,  and  dead  ;  and  for  their  brethren  flain, 
Religioufly  they  afk  a  facrifice: 

Tf 
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To  this  your  Ton  is  mark'd  ;  and  die  he  muft, 
T'  appeafe  their  groaning  fhadows  that  are  gone. 

Luc.  Away  with  him  !  and  make  a  fire  ftraight ; 
And  with  our  fwords,  upon  a  pile  of  wood, 
Let's  hew  his  limbs,  'till  they  be  clean  confum'd. 

\_Ex€unt  MuTius,  Marcus,  QyiNTus,^*!^ 
Lucius,  with  Alarbus. 

Tarn,  O  cniel,  irreligious  piety ! 

Chi,  Was  ever  Scythia  half  fo  barbarous  ? 

Dem.  Oppofe  not  Scythia  to  ambitious  Rome. 
Alarbus  goes  to  reft  ;  and  we  furvive 
To  tremble  under  Titus'  threatening  look. 
Then,  madam,  ftand  refolv'd  ;  but  hope  withal. 
The  felf-fame  gods  that  arm'd  the  queen  of  Troy, 
With  opportunity  of  fharp  revenge 
Upon  the  Thracian  tyrant  in  his  tent, 
May  favour  Tamora,  the  queen  of  Goths 
(V/hen  Goths  were  Goths,  and  Tamora  was  queen). 
To  quit  the  bloody  wrongs  upon  her  foes. 

EnterM\JTi\sSt  Marcus,  Quintus,  fl;?^ Lucius. 

Luc.  See,  lord  and  father,  how  we  have  perform'd 
Our  Roman  rites  :  Alarbus'  limbs  are  lopp'd, 
And  entrails  feed  the  facrificing  fire, 
Whofe  fraoke,  like  incenfe,  doth  perfume  the  fky, 
Remaineth  nought,  but  to  inter  our  brethren. 
And  with  loud  larums  welcome  them  to  Rome. 

Tit.  Let  it  be  (o  ;  and  let  Andronicus 
Make  this  his  lateft  farewell  to  their  fouls. 

[Then  found  Trumpets,  and  lay  the  Coffins  in  the  Tojiih, 
In  peace  and  honour  reft  you  here,  rhy  fons.; 
Rome's  readieft  champions,  repofe  you  here, 
Secure  from  worldly  chances  and  rnilhaps ! 
Here  lurks  notreafon,  here  no  envy  fwells; 
Here  grow  no  damned  grudges  ;  here  no  ftorm. 
No  noife,  but  filence  and  eternal  ileep  : 

Enter  Lavinia. 

|q  peace  and  honour  reft  you  here,  my  fons!  '^   " 

Lav,  In  peace  and  honour  live  lord  Titus  long  : 

.My 
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My  noble  lord  and  father,  live  in  fame!  \' 

Lo!  at  this  tomb  my  tributary  tears 

I  render,  for  my  brethren's  obfequies  ; 

And  at  thy  feet  I  kneel,  with  tears  of  joy 

Shed  on  the  earth,  for  thy  return  to  Rome : 

Q,  blcfs  rne  here  with  thy  victorious  hand, 

Whofe  fortune  Rome's  beft  citizens  applaud ! 

Tit.   Kind  Rome,  that  haft  thus  lovingly  refeiv'd 
The  cordial  of  mine  age,  to  glad  my  heart  I — 
Lavinia,  live  \  out-live  thy  father's  days. 
And  fame's  eternal  date,  for  virtue's  praife! 

Mc4r.  Long  live  lord  Titus,  my  beloved  brother. 
Gracious  ti-mmpher  in  the  eyes  of  Rome ! 

Tit.   Thanks,  gentle  tribune,  noble  brother  Marcus. 

Mcr,   And  welcome  nephews,  from  fuccefsful  wars^ 
Yoi:  tl  at  furvive,  and  )ou  that  fleep  in  fame. 
Fair  lord-,  your  fortunes  are  alike  in  all. 
That  in  your  country's  fervice  drew  your  fwords; 
But  faler  triumph  is  this  funeral  pomp,  , 

That  hath  afpir'd  to  Solon's  happinefs. 
And  triumphs  over  chance,  in  honour's  bed. — • 
Titus  Andronicus,  the  people  of  Rome, 
Whofe  friend  in  juftice  thou  haft  ever  been. 
Send  thee  by  me,  their  tribune,  and  their  trufl. 
This  palliament  of  white  and  fpotlefs  hue  ; 
And  name  thee  in  election  for  the  empire. 
With  thefe  our  late-deceafed  emperor's  fons  ; 
Be  candidatus  then,  and  put  it  on, 
And  help  to  fet  a  head  on  headlefs  Rome. 

Tit.   A  better  head  hei  glorious  body  fits, 
Than  his,  that  fhakes  for  age  and  feeblenefs  : 
What !  fhould  I  don  this  robe,  and  trouble  you  ^ 
Be  chofe  with  proclamationsto-day  ; 
To-morrow  yield  up  rule,  refign  my  life. 
And  fet  atjroad  new  bufinefs  for  you  all  ? 
Rome,  I  have  been  thy  foldier  forty  years. 
And  led  my  country's  ftrength  fuccefsfully  ; 
And  buried  one  and  twenty  valiant  fons. 
Knighted  in  field,  flain  manfully  in  arms, 
in  right  and  fervice  of  thpir  noble  country  ; 
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Give  me  a  ftafFof  honour  for  mine  age, 
But  not  a  fceptre  to  control  the  world: 
Upright  he  held  it,  lords,  that  held  it  Uft. 

Mar.  Titus,  thou  fhalt  obtain  and  afk  the  empery. 

Sat.  Proud  and  ambitious  tribune,  canll  thou  tellr-^, 

57/.  Patience,  prince  Saturninus. — 

Sat.  Romans,  do  me  right ; 
Patricians,  draw  your  fwords,  and  Iheath  them  notji 
^Til J  Saturninus  be  Rome's  emperor:— r- 
Andronicus,  'would  thou  were  fhip'd  to  hell, 
Rather  than  rob  me  of  the  people's  hearts. 

Luc.  Proud  Saturninus !  interrupter  of  the  good 
That  noble-iTiinded  Titus  means  to  thee  ! — ■ 

Tit.  Content  thee,  prince  ;  I  will  reftore  to  thee 
The  people's  hearts,  and  wean  them  from  themfeives^ 

Baf.  Andronicus,  I  do  not  flatter  thee. 
But  honour  thee,  and  will  do  'till  I  die : 
My  fa6tion,  if  thou  flrengthen  with  thy  friends, 
I  will  moft  thankful  be  :  and  thanks,  to  men 
Of  noble  minds,  is  honourable  meed. 

Tit.  People  of  Rome,  and  people's  tribunes  here, 
I  afk  your  voices  and  your  fuffrages  ; 
Will  you  beftow  them  friendly  on  Andronicus? 

Jjdar.  To  gratify  the  good  Andronicus, 
And  gratulate  his  fafe  return  to  Rome, 
The  people  will  accept  who  he  admits. 

Tit.  Tribunes,  I  thank  you  :  and  this  fuit  I  make^ 
That  you  create  your  emperor's  eldeft  fon. 
Lord  Saturnine  ;  whofe  virtues  will,  I  hope, 
Jlefle6l  on  Rome,  as  Titan's  rays  on  earth, 
And  ripen  juftice  in  this  common-weal : 
Then  if  you  will  eletfl  by  my  advice. 
Crown  him,  and  fay, — Lo?7g  live  our  emperor  I 

Mar.  With  voices  and  applaufe  of  every  fort. 
Patricians  and  plebeians,  we  create 
Lord  Saturninus  Rome's  great  emperor; 
And  fay, — Long  live  our  emperor  Saturnine  ! 

^A  long  JJ our ijh^  till  they  co??ie  down* 

Sat.  Titus  Andronicus,  for  thy  favours  done 
To  us  in  our  eledlion  this  day, 

I  give 
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I  give  tliec  thanks  in  part  of  thy  deferts, 

And  will  with  deeds  requite  thy  gentlencfs; 

And,  for  an  onfet,  Titus,  to  advance 

Thy  name,  and  honourable  family, 

Lavinia  will  I  make  my  cmperefs, 

Rome's  royal  milhtfs,  miftrefs  of  my  heart. 

And  in  the  facred  Pantheon  her  cfpoufe: 

Tell  mc,  Andronicus,  doth  this  motion  pleafe  thee  ? 

Tit.   It  doth,  my  worthy  lord  ;  and,  in  this  match, 
J  hold  me  highly  honour'd  of  your  grace  : 
And  here,  in  light  of  Rome,  to  Saturnine, — - 
King  and  commander  of  our  common-weal. 
The  wide  world's  emperor, — do  !  confecrate 
My  fword,  my  chariot,  and  my  prifoners; 
Prefents  well  worthy  Rome's  imperial  lord  : 
Receive  them  then,  the  tribute  that  I  owe. 
Mine  honour's  enligns  humbled  at  thy  feet. 

Sat,  Thanks,  noble  Titus,  father  of  my  life? 
How  proud  I  am  of  thee,  and  of  thy  gifts, 
Rome  fhall  record  ;  and,  when  I  do  forget 
The  lead  of  thcfe  unfpeakable  deferts, 
Romans,  forget  your  fealty  to  me. 

Tit,  Now,  madam,  are  you  prifoner  to  an  empcron 

[To  Tamora. 
To  him,  that  for  your  honour  ajid  your  flate. 
Will  ufe  you  nobly,  and  your  followers. 

Sat.  A  goodly  lady,  trull  me  ;  of  the  hue 
That  I  would  choofe,  were  I  to  choofe  anew'. 
Clear  up,  fair  queen,  that  cloudy  countenance; 
Though  chance  of  war  hath  wrought  this  change  of  checr^ 
Thou  com'll  not  to  be  made  a  fcorn  in  Rome  : 
Princely  iliall  be  thy  ufage  every  way. 
Reft  on  my  word,  and  let  not  difcontent 
Daunt  all  your  hopes  :  Madam,  he  comforts  you. 
Can  make  you  greater  than  the  queen  of  Goths. — 
X^avinia,  you  are  n-et  difpleas'd  with  this  ? 

Lav.  Not  I,  my  lord  ;  fith  true  nobility 
.  Warrants  thefe  words  in  princely  courtefy. 

Sat.  Thanks,  fweet  Lavinia. — Romans,  let  us  go : 

Ranfomleff 
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Ranfoi-niefs  here  We  fet  our  prifoners  free  ; 
Froclaim  our  honours,  lords,  with  trump  and  drum. 
BaJ,  Lord  Titus,  by  your  leave,  this  maid  is  mine. 

\Sn7.ing  Lavinia» 
*Tlt.  How,  fir?  Are  you  in  earneft  then,  my  lord? 
BaJ.   Ay,  noble  Titus  ;  and  refolv'd  withal, 
To  do  myfelf  this  reafon  and  this  right. 

\T^he  E?nperor  courts  Tamora  in  dumbjhnv* 
Mcir.  Suum  cuique  is  our  Roman  juitice ; 
This  prince  in  juitice  feizeth  but  his  own. 

Luc.  And  that  he  will,  and  fhail,  if  Lucius  live. 
Tit.  Traitors,  avaunt!  Where  is  the  emperor's  guards 
Treafon,  my  lord!  Lavinia  is  furpris'd. 
Sat.  Surprised!  By  whom? 
Baf.  By  him  that  juflly  may 
Bear  his  bctroth'd  from  all  the  world  away. 

\^Exit  Bassanius  andLiAvmiA, 
Mut.  Brothers,  help  to  convey  her  hence  away. 
And  with  my  fword  111  keep  this  door  fafe. 

Tit,  Follow,  my  lord,  and  V\\  foon  bring  her  back. 
Mut.  My  lord,  you  pafs  not  here. 
Tit.  What !  villain  boy, 
Barr'fl  me  my  way  in  Rome  ?  [Titus  kills  MuT* 

Mut.  Help,  Lucius,  help! 

Luc.  My  lord,  you  are  unjuft,  and  more  than  fo  ; 
In  wrongful  quarrel  you  have  (lain  your  fon. 

Tit.  Not  thou,  nor  he,  are  any  fons  of  mine; 
My  fons  would  never  fo  difhonour  me  : 
Traitor,  reftore  Lavinia  to  the  emperor. 

Luc.  Dead,  if  you  will ;   but  not  to  be  his  wife. 
That  is  another's  lawful  promised  love. 

Sat.  No,  Titus,  no;  the  emperor  needs  hernot^ 
Nor  her,  nor  thee,  nor  any  of  thy  flock  : 
I'll  truft  by  leifure  him  that  mocks  me  once  ; 
Thee  never,  nor  thy  traiterous  haughty  fons. 
Confederates  all  thus  to  difhonour  me. 
Was  there  none  elfe  in  Rome  to  make  a  flale  of 
But  Saturnine  ?  Full  well,  Andronicus, 
Agree  thefe  deeds  with  that  proud  brag  of  thine. 
That  faid'ft  I  begg'd  the  empire  at  thy  hands. 

Tit. 
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Tif.  O  monftrous  !  what  reproachful  words  are  thefe  ? 

Sat.  But  go  thy  ways  ;  go,  give  that  changing  piece. 
To  him  tharflourilh'd  for  her  with  his  fword  : 
A  valiant  fon-in-law  thou  fhalt  enjoy  \ 
One  fit  to  bandy  with  thy  lawlefs  Ions, 
To  ruffle  in  the  commonwealth  of  Rome. 

Tit.  Thefe  words  are  razors  to  my  wounded  heart. 

'Sat.  And  therefore,  lovely  Tamora,  queen  of  Goths,— » 
That,  like  the  ftately  Phoebe  'mong  her  nymphs, 
Doft  over-lhine  the  gallant'ft  dames  of  Rome, — 
If  thou  be  pleas 'd  with  this  my  fudden  choice, 
Behold,  I  choofe  thee,  Tamora,  for  my  bride. 
And  will  create  thee  emperefs  of  Rome. 
Speak,  queen  of  Goths,  dofl  thou  applaud  my  choice  ? 
And  here  I  fwear  by  all  the  Romans  Gods, — 
Sith  prieft  and  holy  water  are  fo  near. 
And  tapers  burn  fo  bright,  and  every  thing 
In  readinefs  for  Hymeneus  Hands, — 
I  will  not  re-falute  the  ftreets  of  Rome, 
Or  climb  my  palace,  'till  from  forth  this  place 
I  lead,  efpous'd,  my  bride  along  with  me. 

Ta7n.  And  here,  in  fight  of  heaven,  to  Rome  I  fwear. 
If  Saturnine  advance  the  queen  of  Goths, 
She  will  a  handmaid  be  to  his  defires, 
A  loving  nurfe,  a  mother  to  his  youth. 

Sat.  Afcend,  fair  queen,  Pantheon  :  Lords,  accompany 
Your  noble  emperor,  and  his  lovely  bride. 
Sent  by  the  heavens  for  prince  Saturnine, 
Whofe  wifdom  hath  her  fortune  conquered  : 
There  ftiail  we  confummate  our  fpoufal  rites.      \_Exeunt^ 

Manet  Titus  Andronicus. 

Tit.  I  am  not  bid  to  wait  upon  this  bride  ;— 
Titus,  when  wert  thou  wont  to  walk  alone, 
Diihonour'd  thus,  and  challenged  of  wrongs  i 

£«/£r  Marcus  Andronicus,  Lucius,  Quintus,  and 

Marcus. 

Mar.  O,  Titus,  fee,  O  fee,  what  thou  haft  donel 
In  a  bad  quarrel  ilain  a  virtuous  fon. 

Tit, 
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Tit,  No,  foollfh  tribune^  no  ;  no  Ton  of  mine,— 
Nor  thou,  nor  thefe,  confederates  in  the  deed 
That  hath  difhonour'd  all  our  family  ; 
Unworthy  brother,  and  unworthy  fons ! 

Luc.   But  let  us  give  him  burial,  as  becomes  ; 
Give  Mutius  burial  with  our  brethren. 

7)'/.  Traitors,  away  !  he  refts  not  in  this  tomb. 
This  monument  five  hundred  years  hath  flood. 
Which  I  have  fumptuoully  re-edified  ; 
Here  none  butfoldiers,  and  Rome's  fervitors, 
Repofe  in  fame  ;  none  bafely  (lain  in  brav/ls  : 
Bury  him  where  you  can,  he  comes  not  here. 

jf/Iar.  My  lord,  this  is  impiety  in  you  : 
My  nephevv  Mutius'  deeds  do  plead  for  him  ; 
He  muft  be  buried  with  his  brethren. 

[Titus'  Sons f peak. 

Sons.  And  fhall,  or  him  we  will  accompany. 

Tit.  And  fhall  r  What  villain  was  it  fpoke  that  word  ? 

S^liv^'  Sonjpeaks, 

^in.  He  that  would  vouch't  in  any  place  but  here. 

Tit.  What,  Vv'ould  you  bury  him  in  my  defpight  ? 

Mar.  No,  noble  Titus  ;  but  entreat  of  thee 
To  pardon  Mutius,  and  to  bury  him. 

Tit.  Marcus,  even  thou  haft  itruck  upon  my  crefl, 
Ahd,  with  thefe  boys,  mine  honour  thou  hafl  wounded. 
My  foes  I  do  repute  you  every  one  ; 
So  trouble  me  no  more,  but  get  you  gone. 

Luc.  He  is  not  with  himfelf ;  let  us  withdraw. 

^uin.  Not  I,  till  Mutius'  bones  be  buried. 

\The  Brother  and  the  Sons  IneeL 

Mar.  Brother,  for  in  that  name  doth  nature  plead. 

^uif7.   Father,  and  in  that  name  doth  nature  fpeak* 

fi  it.   Speak  thou  no  more,  if  all  the  refl  will  fpeed. 

Mar.  Renowned  Titus,  more  than  half  my  foul, — ' 

Luc.  Dear  father,  foul  and  fubflance  of  us  all,— 

Alar.  Suffer  thy  brother  Marcus  to  inter 
His  noble  nephew  here  in  virtue's  nefl, 
That  died  in  honour  and  Lavinia's  caufe. 
Thou  art  a  Roman,  be  not  barbarous. 
The  Greeks,  upon  advice,  did  bury  Ajax 

That 
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That  flew  himfelf ;  and  wife  Laertes*  fori 
Did  gracioufly  plead  for  his  funerals: 
Let  not  young  Mutius  then,  that  was  thy  joy^ 
Be  barr'd  his  entrance  here. 

Tit.  Rife,  Marcus,  rife  : — 
The  difmalleft  day  is  this,  that  e'er  I  faw. 
To  be  dithonour'd  by  my  fons  in  Rome! — • 
Well,  bury  him,  and  bury  me  the  next. 

[They  put  him  in  the  Tomh, 

Luc,  There  lie  thy  bones,  fweet   Mutius,   with   thy 
friends, 
'Till  we  with  trophies  do  adorn  thy  tomb  ! — -- 

[Th$y  all  kneel  and  fay  : 
No  man  fhed  tears  for  noble  Mutius  ; 
He  lives  in  fame,  that  dy'd  in  virtue's  caufe. 

Mar.  My  lord, — to  ftep  out  of  thefe  dreary  dumps, — 
How  comes  it,  that  the  fubtle  queen  of  Goths 
Is  of  a  fudden  thus  advanc'd  in  Rome  ? 

Tit.  I  know  not,  Marcus ;  but,  I  know,  it  is  ; 
If  by  device,  or  no,  the  heavens  can  tell ; 
Is  fhe  not  then  beholden  to  the  man 
That  brought  her  for  this  high  good  turn  fo  far } 
Yes,  and  will  nobly  him  remunerate. 

Flourijh.  Re-enter  the  Emperor^  Tamora,  Chiron, 
Demetrius,  zvith  Aaron  the  Moor^  at  one  Door:  At 
the  other  Door^  Bassianus  and  Lavinia,  with  others^ 

Sat.  So,  Baflianus,  you  have  play'd  your  prize  ; 
God  give  you  joy,  fir,  of  your  gallant  bride. 

Eaf.  And  you  of  yours,  my  lord  :  I  fay  no  more. 
Nor  wifli  no  lefs  ;  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

Sat.  Traitor,  if  Rome  have  law,  or  we  have  power. 
Thou  and  thy  fa6i:ion  fhall  repent  this  rape. 

Baf.  Rape,  call  you  it,  my  lord,  to  feize  my  own, 
My  true  betrothed  love,  and  now  my  wife  ? 
But  let  the  laws  of  Rome  determine  all ; 
Mean  while  I  am  poffefs'd  of  that  is  mine. 

Sat.  'Tis  good,  fir :  You  are  very  fhort  with  us ; 
But,  if  we  live,  we'll  be  as  fliarp  with  you. 

Baf,  My  lordj  what  I  have  done,  as  bed  I  may, 

Anfwex 
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Anfwer  I  muft,  and  (hall  do  with  my  life. 

Only  thus  much  I  give  your  grace  to  know^ > 

By  all  the  duties  which  I  owe  to  Rome, 
This  noble  gentleman,  lord  Titus  here. 
Is  in  opinion,  and  in  honour,  wrong'd ; 
That,  in  the  refcue  of  Lavinia, 
With  his  own  hand  did  flay  his  youngefi:  fon. 
In  zeal  to  you,  and  highly  mov'd  to  wrath 
To  be  control'd  in  that  he  frankly  gave : 
Receive  him  then  to  favour,  Saturnine  ; 
That  hath  exprefs'd  himfelf,  in  all  his  deeds, 
A  father,  and  a  friend,  to  thee,  and  Rome. 

Tit.  Prince  Baflianus,  leave  to  plead  my  deeds; 
'Tis  thou,  and  thofe,  that  have  difhonour'd  me  : 
Rome  and  the  righteous  heavens  be  my  judge. 
How  I  have  lov'd  and  honour'd  Saturnine  ! 
Tarn.  My  worthy  lord,  if  ever  Tamora 
Were  gracious  in  thofe  princely  eyes  of  thine. 
Then  hear  me  fpeak,  indifferently  for  all ; 
And  at  my  fuit,  fweet,  pardon  what  is  paft. 

Sat.  What,  madam !  be  difhonour'd  openly. 
And  bafely  put  it  up  without  revenge  ? 

Tarn.  Not  fo,  my  lord  :  The  gods  of  Rome  forefen^, 
I  fhould  be  author  to  difhonour  you  ! 
But,  on  mine  honour,  dare  I  undertake 
For  good  lord  Titus'  innocence  in  all, 
Whofe  fury,  not  diffembled,  fpeaks  his  griefs  : 
Then,  at  my  fuit,  look  gracioufly  on  him  ; 
Lofe  not  fo  noble  a  friend  on  vain  fuppofe. 

Nor  with  four  looks  affli£t  his  gentle  heart. 

l^Jide  to  Saturninus, 
[My  lord,  be  rul'd  by  me,  be  won  at  iafl, 
DifTemble  all  your  griefs  and  difcontents  : 
You  are  but  newly  planted  in  your  thror^ ; 
Left  then  the  people,  and  patricians  too. 
Upon  a  juft  furvey,  take  Titus'  part ; 
And  fo  fupplant  us  for  ingratitude 
(Which  Rome  reputes  to  be  a  heinous  fin), 
Yield  at  entreats,  and  then  let  me  alone  1 
I'll  find  a  day  to  malTacre  them  all, 

Ani 
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And  raze  their  faction,  and  their  family, 
The  cruel  father,  and  his  traiterous  fonsj 
To  whom  I  fued  for  my  dear  fon's  life; 
And  make  them  know,  what  *tis  to  let  a  queen 
Kneel  in  the  ftreets,  and  beg  for  grace  in  vain.]— 
Come,  come,  fweet  emperor, — come,  Andronicus,— 
Take  up  this  good  old  man,  and  cheer  the  heart 
That  dies  in  tempeft  of  thy  angry  frown. 

Sat.  Rife,  Titus,  rife  ;  my  emperefs  hath  prevailed. 

*Tit.   I  thank  your  majeify,  and  her,  my  lord. 
Thefe  words,  thefe  looks,  infufe  new  life  in  me^ 

Tarn.  Titus,  I  am  incorporate  in  Rome^ 
A  Roman  now  adopted  happily, 
And  muft  advife  the  emperor  for  his  good. 
This  day  all  quarrels  die,  Andronicus  ; — - 
And  let  it  be  mine  honour,  good  my  lord, 
That  I  have  reconciled  your  friends  and  you.— - 
For  you,  prince  Baflianus,  I  have  pad 
My  word  and  promife  to  the  emperor. 
That  you  will  be  more  mild  and  tra6iable.— 
And  fear  not,  lords, — and  you,  Lavinia  \^^ 
By  my  advice,  all  humbled  on  your  kneesj 
You  ihall  aik  pardon  of  his  majefty. 

Luc,  We  do  ;  and  vow  to  heaven,  and  to  his  highnefs^ 
That  what  we  did,  was  mildly,  as  we  might, 
Tend'ring  our  fifter's  honour,  and  our  own. 

Mar.  That  on  mine  honour  here  I  do  proteft. 

Sat.  Away,  and  talk  not ;  trouble  us  no  more. — 

T^am.  Nay,  nay,  fweet  emperor,  we  muft  all  be  friends  t 
The  tribune  and  his  nephews  kneel  for  grace ; 
I  will  not  be  denied.     Sweet  heart,  look  back 

Sat.  Marcus,  for  thy  fake,  and  thy  brother's  here^ 
And  at  my  lovely  Tamora's  entreats, 
I  do  remit  thefe  young  men's  heinous  faults» 
Stand  up. 

Lavinia,  though  you  left  me  like  a  churl, 
I  found  a  friend  ;  and  fure  as  death  I  fwore, 
1  w^ould  not  part  a  batchelor  from  the  prieft. 
Come,  if  the  emperor's  court  can  fcaft  two  brides^ 

You 
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Von  are  my  gueft,  Lavlnia,  and  your  friends  :— 
This  day  ihall  be  a  love-day,  Tamora. 

Tit.  To-morrow,  an'  it  pleafe  your  majefty, 
To  hunt  the  panther  and  the  hart  with  me, 
With  horn  and  hound,  weMl  give  your  grace  hon-jour. 

Sat.  Be  it  fo,  Titus,  and  gramercy  too.  S^ExcunU 


ACT        11. 

SCENE      1.     Before  the  Paha, 
Enter  hh's.o^  alone, 

Aaron, 
Now  climbeth  TaiHora  Olympus*  topj 
Safe  out  of  fortune's  111 ot ;  and  fits  aloft, 
Secure  of  thurwder's  crack,  or  lightning  fiafli; 
Advanc'd  above  pale  envy's  threat'ning  reach- 
As  when  the  golden  fun  falutes  the  morn. 
And,  having  gilt  the  ocean  with  his  beams. 
Gallops  the  zodiac  in  his  gliflering  coach, 
Ahd  overlooks  the  highed-peering  hills  j 

So  Tamora. 

Upon  her  wit  doth  earthly  honour  wait, 
And  virtue  (loops  and  trembles  at  her  frown* 
Then,  Aaron^  arm  thyheart,  and  fit  thy  thoughts, 
To  mount  aloft  with  thy  imperial  miilrefs. 
And  mount  her  pitch  ;  Vv'hom  thou  in  triumph  long 
Haft  prifcner  held,  fetter'd  in  amorous  chains  \ 
And  farter  bound  to  Aaron's  charming  eyes, 
Than  is  Prometheus  ty'd  to  Caucafus. 
Away  with  flavifh  weeds,  and  idle  thoughts! 
I  will  be  bright,  and  (liine  in  pearl  and  gold. 
To  wait  upon  this  nevz-m^ade  emperefs. 
To  wait,  laid  I  r  to  wanton  with  this  queen, 
This  goddefs,  this  Semiramis  ; — this  queen. 
This  fyren,  that  Vv'ill  charm  Rome's  Saturnine, 
And  fee  his  fhipwreck,  and  his  comm.on- weal's. 
Holla !  what  llorm  is  this  ? 

B  Entst 
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Enter  Chiron  and  Demetrius,  braving. 

Dem.  Chiron,  thy  years  want  wit,  thy  wit  wants  edge. 
And  manners,  to  intrude  where  1  am  grac'd  ; 
And  may,  for  aught  thou  know'ft,  affected  be. 

Chi,   Demetrius,  thou  doft  over-ween  in  all  ; 
And  fo  in  this,  to  bear  me  down  with  braves. 
'Tis  not  the  difference  of  a  year  or  two, 
Makes  me  lefs  gracious,  or  thee  more  fortunate  : 
I  am  as  able,  and  as  iit,  as  thoii. 
To  ferve,  and  to  deferve  my  miltrefs'  grace  ; 
And  that  my  fword  upon  thee  fliall  approve, 
And  plead  my  paihons  for  Lavinia's  love. 

Aar,  Clubs,  clubs  ! — Thefe  lovers  will  not  keep  the 
peace. 

Dem.  Why,  boy,  although  our  mother,  unadvised. 
Gave  you  a  dancing  rapier  by  your  lide, 
Are  you  fo  defperate  grown  to  threat  your  friends  ? 
Go  to  ;  have  your  lath  glu'd  within  your  fheath, 
'Till  you  know  better  how  to  handle  it. 

Chi,  Mean  while,  fir,  with  the  little  fkill  I  have. 
Full  well  (halt  thou  perceive  how  much  I  dare. 

Dem,  Ay,  boy,  grow  ye  fo  braver  [X^^^y  ^^'^^'^* 

Aar.  Why,  how  now,  lords  ? 
So  near  the  emperor's  palace  dare  you  draw. 
And  maintain  fuch  a  quarrel  openly  ? 
Full  well  I  wot  the  ground  of  all  this  grudge  ; 
I  would  not  for  a  million  of  gold. 
The  caufe  were  known  to  them  it  mod  concerns: 
Nor  would  your  noble  mother,  for  much  more, 
Bfj  fo  dilhonour'd  in  the  court  of  Rome. 
For  fhame,  put  up. 

Chi.  Not  I  ;  'till  I  have  fheath'd 
My  rapier  in  his  bofom,  and,  withal, 
Thruil  thefe  reproachful  fpeeches  down  his  throat. 
That  he  hath  breath'd  in  my  diilionour  here. 

Dejn.  For  that  I  am  prepar'd  and  full  rcfolv'd, — 
Foul-fpoken  coward!  that  thunder'H:  with  thy  tongue, 
Axnd  with  thy  weapon  nothing  dar'ft  perform. 

Aar.  Awav,  I  fa  v. — 
Now  by  the  gods,  that  warlike  Goths  adore, 
^       '"  •  •  ■  This 
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This  petty  brabble  will  undo  us  all. 
Why,  lords, — and  think  you  not  how  dangerous 
It  is  to  jut  upon  a  prince's  right  ? 
What,  is  Lavinia  then  become  fo  loofe, 
Or  Baflianus  fo  degenerate, 

That  for  her  love  fuch  quarrels  may  be  broach'd. 
Without  controlment,  juftice,  or  revenge? 
Young  lords,  beware! — an'  fhould  the  emprefs  know 
This  difcord's  ground,  the  mufic  would  not  pleafe. 
,     Chir,  I  care  not,  I,  knew  Ihe  and  all  the  v/orld  ; 
I  love  Lavinia  more  than  all  the  world. 

Dem,  Youngling,  learn  thou  to  make  fome  meaner 
choice : 
Lavinia  is  thine  elder  brother's  hope. 

Aar.  Why,  are  ye  mad  ?  or  know  ye  not,  in  Rome 
How  furious  and  impatient  they  be. 
And  cannot  brook  competitors  in  love  ? 
I  tell  you,  lords,  you  do  but  plot  your  deaths 
By  this  device. 

Chi,  Aaron,  a  thoufand  deaths  would  I  propofe, 
To  achieve  her  I  do  love. 

Aar.  To  achieve  her  ? — How  ? 

Dem,  Why  mak'fl  thou  it  fo  flrange  ? 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  woo'd  ; 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  won  ; 
She  is  Lavinia,  therefore  muft  be  lov'd. 
What,  man!  more  water  glideth  by  the  mill 
Than  wots  the  miller  of;  and  eafy  it  is 
Of  a  cut  loaf  to  fteal  a  fhive,  we  know : 
Though  Baflianus  be  the  emperor's  brother. 
Better  than  he  have  yet  worn  Vulcan's  badge. 

Aar,  Ay,  and  as  good  as  Saturninus  may.  [Aftde, 

Dem.  Then   why  fhould  he   defpair  that  knows   to 
court  it 
With  words,  fair  looks,  and  liberality  ? 
What,  haft  thou  not  full  often  ft  ruck  a  doe. 
And  borne  her  cleanly  by  the  keeper's  nofe  ? 

Aar,  Why  then,  it  feems,  fome  certain  fnatch  or  fo 
Would  ferve  your  turns. 

B2  Chi, 
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Chi,  Ay,  fo  the  turn  were  ferv'd. 

Detn.  Aaron,  thou  haft  hit  it. 

Aar.  'Would  you  had  hit  it  too ; 
Then  fhould  not  we  be  tir'd  with  this  ado. 
Why,  hark  ye,  hark  ye, — And  are  you  fuch  fools. 
To  iquare  for  this  ?  Would  it  offend  you  then 
That  both  fhould  fpeed  ? 

Chi.  'Faith,  not  me. 

Dem.  Nor  me,  fo  I  were  one, 

Aar.  For  fhame,  be  friends  ;  and  join  for  that  you  jar« 
'Tis  policy  and  ftratagem  muft  do 
That  you  affed  ;  and  fo  muft  you  refolve ; 
That  what  you  cannot,  as  you  would,  achieve, 
You  muft  perforce  accomplifh  as  you  may. 
Take  this  of  me,  Lucrece  was  not  more  chafte 
Than  this  Lavinia,  Baffianus'  love, 
A  fpeedier  courfe  than  lingering  languifhment 
Muft  we  purfue,  and  I  have  found  the  path. 
My  lords,  a  folemn  hunting  is  in  hand  ; 
There  will  the  lovely  Roman  ladies  troop  : 
The  foreft  walks  are  wide  and  fpacious  ; 
And  many  unfrequented  plots  there  are. 
Fitted  by  kind  for  rape  and  villany  : 
Single  you  thither  then  this  dainty  doe. 
And  ftrike  her  home  by  force,  if  not  by  words : 
This  way,  or  not  at  all,  ftand  you  in  hope. 
Come,  come,  ourempercfs,  with  herfacred  witj 
To  villany  and  vengeance  confecrate. 
We  will  acquaint  with  all  that  we  intend ; 
And  fhe  fhall  file  our  engines  with  advice. 
That  will  not  fuffer  you  to  fquare  yourfelves. 
But  to  your  wifties'  height  advance  you  both. 
The  emperor's  court  is  like  the  houfe  of  fame. 
The  palace  full  of  tongues,  of  eyes,  of  ears  : 
The  woods  are  ruthlefs,  dreadful,  deaf,  and  dull  ; 
There  fpeak,  and  ftrike,  brave  boys,  and  take  your  turns : 
There  ferve  your  luft,  fhadow'd  from  heaven's  eye, 
And  revel  in  Lavinia's  treafury. 

Chi.  Thy  counfel,  lad,  fmells  of  no  cowardice. 
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Dem.  Sit  fas  aut  nefas,  'till  I  find  the  ftream 
To  cool  this  heat,  a  charm  to  calm  thefe  fits, 
Per  Stygia,  per  Manes  vehor.  \_Exeunt, 

SCENE    II.     Changes  to  a  Foreji. 

Enter  Titus   Andronicus   and   his   three   SonSf  ivlth 
Hounds  and  Horns ^  and  Marcus. 

Tit.  The  hunt  is  up,  the  morn  is  bright  and  grey. 
The  fields  are  fragrant,  and  the  woods  are  green  ; 
Uncouple  here,  and  let  us  make  a  bay. 
And  wake  the  emperor,  and  his  lovely  bride. 
And  roufe  the  prince;  and  ring  a  hunter's  peal. 
That  all  the  court  may  echo  with  the  noife. 
Sons,  let  it  be  your  charge,  as  it  is  ours. 
To  tend  the  emperor's  perfon  carefully  : 
I  have  been  troubled  in  my  ileep  this  night. 
But  dawning  day  new  comfort  hath  infpir'd. 

Here  a  Cry  of  Hounds ^  and  TFind  Horns  in  a  Peal:  then 

^«/<?rSATURNINUS,TAMORA,BASSlANUS,^LAVINIA, 

Chiron,  Demetrius,  and  their  Attendants. 

Tit.  Many  good  morrows  to  your  majefty  ; — 
Madam,  to  you  as  many  and  as  good!  — 
I  promifed  your  grace  a  hunter's  peal. 

Sat.  And  you  have  rung  it  luftily,  my  lords, 
Somewhat  too  early  for  new-married  ladies, 

Baf.  Lavinia,  how  fay  you  ? 

Lav.   I  fay,  no  \ 
I  have  been  broad  awake  two  hours  and  more. 

Sat.  Come  on  then,  horfe  and  chariots  let  us  have. 
And  to  our  fport  : — Madam,  now  ye  fhall  fee 
Our  Roman  hunting.  \To  Tamora, 

Mar.  I  have  dogs,  my  lord. 
Will  roufe  the  proudeft  panther  in  the  chafe. 
And  climb  the  higheft  promontory  top. 

Tit.  And  I  have  horfe  will  follow  where  the  game 
Makes  way,  and  run  like  fvvallowso'er  the  plain, 

Dem.  Chiron,  we  hunt  not,  we,  with  horfe  nor  hound. 
But  hope  to  pluck  a  dainty  doe  to  ground.  \_Excunt^ 

SCENE 
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SCENE     III.     A  dejert  Part  of  the  Forejh 
Enter  Aaron  alone, 

Aar,  He,  that  had  wit,  would  think  that  I  had  none. 
To  bury  fo  much  gold  under  a  tree. 
And  never  after  to  inherit  it. 
Let  him,  that  thinks  of  me  fo  abje£lly, 
Know,  that  this  gold  muft  coin  a  ftratagem ; 
Which,  cunningly  efFecSled,  will  beget 
A  very  excellent  piece  of  villany  : 
And  fo  repofe,  fweet  gold,  for  their  unreft. 
That  have  their  alms  out  of  the  emprefs'  cheft. 

Enter  Tamora. 

Tarn,  My  lovely  Aaron,  wherefore  look'fl  thou  fad. 
When  every  thing  doth  make  a  gleeful  boail  \ 
The  birds  chaunt  melody  on  every  bufh  ; 
The  fnake  lies  rolled  in  the  cheerful  fun  ; 
The  green  leaves  quiver  with  the  cooling  wind. 
And  make  a  chequer'd  fhadow  on  the  ground : 
Under  their  fweet  fliade,  Aaron,  let  us  fit. 
And — whilft  the  babbling  echo  mocks  the  hounds. 
Replying  (hrilly  to  the  well-tun'd  horns. 
As  if  a  double  hunt  were  heard  at  once, — 
Let  us  fit  down,  and  mark  their  yelling  noifc  ; 
And — after  contiid,  fuch  as  was  fuppos'd 
The  wandring  prince  and  Dido  once  enjoy'd. 
When  with  a  happy  ftorm  they  were  furpris'd, 
Andcurtain'd  with  a  counfel-keeping  cave, — 
We  may,  each  wreathed  in  the  other's  arms. 
Our  paftimes  done,  pofiefs  a  golden  flumber  ; 
Whilft  hounds,  and  horns,  and  fweet  melodious  birds. 
Be  unto  us,  as  is  a  nurfe's  fong 
Of  lullaby,  to  bring  her  babe  afleep. 

Aar, ^  Madam,  though  Venus  govern  your  defires, 
Saturn  is  dominator  over  mine : 
What  fignifies  my  deadly-ftanding  eye. 
My  filence,  and  my  cloudy  melancholy  ? 
My  fleece  of  woolly  hair,  that  now  uncurls. 
Even  as  an  adder,  when  fhe  doth  unroll 

To 
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To  do  fome  fatal  execution  ? 
No,  madam,  thefe  are  no  venereal  figns  ; 
Vengeance  is  in  my  heart,  death  in  my  hand, 
Blood  and  revenge  are  hammering  in  my  head. 
Hark,  Tamora, — the  emperefs  of  my  foul. 
Which  never  hopes  more  heaven  than  refts  in  thee. 
This  is  the  day  of  doom  for  Ballianus  ; 
His  Philomel  muft  lofe  her  tongue  to-day  5 
Thy  fons  make  .pillage  of  her  chaftity. 
And  wafli  their  hands  in  Ballianus'  blood. 
Seefl  thou  this  letter  ?  take  it  up,  I  pray  thee, 
And  give  the  king  this  fatal-plotted  fcroll  : — ■ 
Now  queftion  me  no  more,  we  are  efpied; 
Here  comes  a  parcel  of  our  hopeful  booty. 
Which  dreads  not  yet  their  lives'  deftruftion. 

Tarn,  Ah  !  my  fweet  Moor !  fweeter  to  me  than  life ! 

Aar,  No  more,  great  emperefs,  Baffianus  comes  : 
'Be  crofs  with  him  ;  and  I'll  go  fetch  thy  fons 
To  back  thy  quarrels,  whatfoe'er  they  be.  \_Exit, 

Enter  Bassianus  and  La  VINIA. 

Baf.  Whom  have  we  here  ?  Rome's  royal  emperefs, 
Unfurnifh'd  of  her  well-befeeming  troop  ? 
Or  is  it  Dian,  habited  like  her  ; 
Who  hath  abandoned  her  holy  groves, 
To  fee  the  general  hunting  in  this  foreft  ? 

Tarn.   Saucy  controller  of  our  private  fteps  ! 
Had  I  the  power,  that,  fome  fay,  Dian  had. 
Thy  temples  fhould  be  planted  prefently 
With  horns,  as  was  A6teon's  ;  and  the  hounds 
Should  drive  upon  thy  new-transformed  limbs. 
Unmannerly  intruder  as  thou  art ! 

Lav,  Under  your  patience,  gentle  emperefs, 
'Tis  thought  you  have  a  goodly  gift  in  hornii^g  ; 
And  to  be  doubted,  that  your  Moor  and  you 
Are  fmgled  forth  to  try  experiments  : 
Jove  fhield  your  hufband  from  his  hounds  to-day  ! 
'Tis  pity  they  Ihould  take  him  for  a  (lag. 

Baf,  Believe  me,  queen,  your  fwarth  Cimmerian 
Doth  make  your  honour  of  his  body's  hue. 

Spotted, 
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Spotted,  detcfted,  end  abominable. 

Why  are  you  feqrefter'd  from  all  your  train  ? 

Diimountcd  from  your  fnaw-white  goodly  fleedj, 

And  wander'd  hither  to  an  obfcure  plot, 

Accompanied  with  a  barbarous  Moor, 

If  foul  defire  had  not  conduced  you  ? 

Lav.  And,  being  intercepted  in  your  fport. 
Great  reafon  ihat  my  noble  lord  be  rated 
For  faucinefs. — I  pray  you,  let  us  hence, 
And  let  her  joy  her  raven-colour'd  love; 
This  valley  fiis  the  purpofe  paiTmg  well. 

Baf.  The  king,  my  brother,  lliall  have  note  of  this. 

Lav.  Ay,  for  thcfe  flips  1  ave  made  him  noted  long  : 
Good  king!   to  be  {o  mightily  abus'd  ! 

Tarn.  Why  have  I  patience  to  endure  all  this  ? 

Enter  Chirqn  Gi:d  Demetrius. 

Dcm,  How   now,    dear  fovereign,  and   our  graciou^ 
mother, 
Why  does  your  higlinefs  look  fo  pale  and  w^an  ? 

Tarn.  Have  I  not  reafon,  think  you,  to  look  pale? 
Thefe  two  have  'tic'd  me  hither  to  this  place, 
A  barren  and  detefted  vale,  you  fee  it  is  : 
The  trees,  though  fummer,  yet  forlorn  and  lean, 
O'ercome  with  mofs,  and  baleful  milletoe. 
Here  never  fhines  the  fun  :   here  nothing  breeds, 
Unkfs  the  nightly  owl,  or  fatal  raven. 
And,  when  they  fhew'd  me  this  abhorred  pit. 
They  told  m.e,  here,  at  dead  time  of  the  night, 
A  thoufand  fiends,  a  thoufand  hilling  fnakes, 
Ten  thoufand  fv^/elling  toads,  as  many  urchins, 
W^ould  make  fuch  fearful  and  confufed  cries. 
As  any  m.ortal  body,  hearing  it, 
Should  llraight  fall  mad,  or  elfe  die  fuddenly. 
No  fooncT  had  they  told  this  hellifh  tale, 
But  ftraighi  they  told  me,  they  would  bind  me  here 
Unto  the  body  of  a  difmal  yew  ; 
And  leave  me  to  this  miferable  death. 
And  tlien  they  call'd  me  foul  ad.ulterefs, 
Lafcivious  Goth,  and  all  the,  bittereft  terms 

That 
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That  ever  ear  did  hear.to  fuch  effect. 

And,  had  you  not  by  wondrous  fortune  come, 

This  vengeance  on  me  had  they  executed  : 

Revenge  it,  as  you  love  your  mother's  life, 

0r  be  ye  not  from  henceforth  call'"d  my  children. 

Dem,   This  is  a  witnefs  that  I  am  thy  fon. 

\_Stabs  Bassianus, 

ChL  And  this  for  me,  ftruck  home  to  {liew  my  ftrength. 

[Stahbiug  him  likeiuife^ 

Lav.  Ay  come,  Ssmiramis, — nay,  barbarous  Tamora  i 
For  no  name  fits  thy  nature  but  thy  own  ! 

Ta7?i.  Give  me  thy  poniard  ;  you  (hall  know,  my  boys, 
Your  mother's  hand  fhall  right  your  mother's  wrong. 

Dem.   Sray,  madam,  here  is  more  belongs  to  her ; 
Firft,  thraih  the  corn,  then  after  burn  the  llraw  : 
This  minion  flood  upon  her  chaftity, 
Upon  her  nuptial  vow,  her  loyalty. 
And  with  that  painted  hope  flie  braves  your  mightinefs : 
And  (hall  (he  carry  this  unto  her  grave  ? 

Chi.   An'  if  fne  do,  1  would  I  were  an  eunuch. 
Drag  hence  her  hufband  to  fome  fecrethole. 
And  make  his  dead,  trunk  pillow  to  our  lyft. 

Tarn.  But  when  you  have  the  honey  you  defire. 
Let  not  this  wafp  out-live,  us  both  to  fting. 

Chi.  I  warrant  you,  madam  ;  we  will  make  that  fure.— f 
pome,  miftrefs,  now  perforce  we  will  enjoy 
That  nice-preferved  honefty  of  yours. 

LaVf  O  Tamora !  thou  bear  il  a  woman's  face — 

Tarn.   I  will  not  hear  her  fpeak  ;  away  with  her. 

Lav.  Sweet  lords,  entreat  her  hear  me  but  a  word. 

Dem.   Liften,  fair  madam  :   Let  it  be  your  glory, 
To  fee  her  tears  ;  but  be  your  heart  to  them. 
As  unrelenting  flint  to  drops  of  rain. 

Lav.  When  did  the  tyger's  young  ones  teach  the  dam? 
O,  do  not  teach  her  wrath  ;  flie  taught  it  thee  : 
The  milk,  thou  fuck'dil  from  her,  did  turn  to  niarble  ; 
Even  at  thy  teat  thou  had'ft  thy  tyranny.-^ 
Yet  every  mother  breeds  not  fons  alike  ; 
Do  thou  entreat  her  fhew  a  woman  pity.      [To  Chiron, 

Chi. 
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Chi.  What!  would'ft  thou  have  me  prove   myfelf  a 
baftard  ? 

La'u.  'Tis  true  the  raven  doth  not  hatch  a  lark : 
Yet  have  I  heard  (O  could  I  find  it  now !) 
The  lion,  mov'd  w^th  pity,  did  endure 
To  have  his  princely  paws  par'd  all  away. 
Some  fay,  that  ravens  fofter  forlorn  children, 
The  whilft  their  own  birds  familh  in  their  nefts: 
O  !  be  to  me,  though  thy  hard  heart  fay  no. 
Nothing  fo  kind,  but  fomething  pitiful  1 

Tarn.  I  know  not  what  it  means  ;  away  with  her. 

Lav,  O,  let  me  teach  thee  :  for  my  father's  fake, 
That  gave  thee  life,  when  well  he  might  have  (lain  thee. 
Be  not  obdurate,  open  thy  deaf  ears. 

Tarn,  Had'ft  thou  in  perfon  ne'er  offended  me. 
Even  for  his  fake  am>  I  now  pitilefs  : — 
Remember,  boys,  I  pour'd  forth  tears  in  vain. 
To  fave  your  brother  from  the  facrifice  : 
But  fierce  Andronicus  would  not  relent : 
Therefore  away  with  her,  ufe  her  as  you  will  ; 
The  worfe  to  her,  the  better  lov'd  of  me. 

Lav.  O  Tamora,  be  call'd  a  gentle  queen, 
And  with  thine  own  hands  kill  me  in  this  place : 
For  'tis  not  life,  that  I  have  begg'd  fo  long  ; 
Poor  I  was  (lain,  when  Baflianus  dy'd. 

Tarn,  What  begg'ft  thou  then  ?  fond  woman,  let  mc 

go- 
Lav.  /Tis  prefent  death  I  beg  ;  and  one  thing  more. 

That  womanhood  denies  my  tongue  to  tell : 

O,  keep  me  from  their  worfe  than  killing  luft, 

And  tumble  me  into  fome  loath fome  pit ; 

Where  never  man's  eye  may  behold  my  body  : 

Do  this,  and  be  a  charitable  murderer. 

Tarn,  So  fhould  I  rob  my  fweet  fons  of  their  fee  ; 
No,  let  them  fatisfy  their  luft  on  thee. 

De7Ti.  Away  ;  for  thou  haft  ftaid  us  here  too  long. 

Lav.  No  grace  !  no  womanhood!  Ah  beaftly  creature  I 
The  blot  and  enemy  to  our  general  name ! 

Confufion  fall ^ 

Chi, 
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Chi,  Nay,  then  I'll  flop  your  mouth, — Bring  thou  her 

hufband  ;  [P^^ggi^g  offhAW^iA, 

This  is  the  hole  where  Aaron  bid  us  hide  him.     \_Exeunt, 

Tarn.   Farewell,  my  fons :  fee  that  you  make  her  fure  ; 
Ne'er  let  my  heart  know  merry  cheer  indeed, 
'Till  all  the  Andronici  be  made  away. 
Now  will  I  hence  to  feek  my  lovely  Moor, 
And  let  my  fpleenful  fons  this  trull  deiiow'r.  \^Exii, 


SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Aaron,  with  Quintus  and  Marcus. 

Aar.  Come  on,  my  lords ;  the  better  foot  before  : 
Straight  will  I  bring  you  to  the  loathfome  pit. 
Where  I  efpied  the  panther  faft  afleep. 

^uin.  My  fight  is  very  dull,  whate'er  it  bodes. 

Mar.  And  mine,  I  promife  you  ;  wer't  not  for  ihame,^ 
Well  could  I  leave  our  fport,  to  fleep  a  while. 

[Marcus  falls  into  the  Pit. 

^in.  What,  art  thou  fall'n?  What  fubtle  hole  is  this, 
Whofe  mouth  is  cover'd  with  rude-growing  briars  ; 
Upon  whofe  leaves  are  drops  of  new-fhed  blood. 
As  frelh  as  morning's  dew  diftill'd  on  flowers? 
A  very  fatal  place  it  feems  to  me  : — 
Speak,  brother,  haft  thou  hurt  thee  with  the  fall  ? 

.  Mar.  O  brother,  with  the  difmalleft  obje6l 
That  ever  eye,  with  fight,  made  heart  lament. 

Aar.  [AJide.']  Now  will  I  fetch  the  king  to  find  thena 
here ; 
That  he  thereby  may  have  a  likely  guefs. 
How  thefe  were  they,  that  made  away  his  brother. 

\_Exit  Aaron, 
Mar.  Why  doft  not  comfort  me  and  help  me  out 

From  this  unhallow'd  and  blood-ftained  hole  ? 
^un.  I  am  furprifed  with  an  uncouth  fear: 

A  chilling  fweat  o'er-runs  my  trembling  joints  ; 

Mine  heart  fufpeds  more  than  mine  eye  can  fee. 
Mar.  To  prove  thou  haft  a  true-divining  heart, 

w  Aaron 
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Aaron  and  thou  look  down  into  this  den, ' 
And  fee  a  fearful  fight  of  blood  and  death. 

^in,  Aaron  is  gone  ;  and  my  companionate  heart 
V/ill  not  permit  my  eyes  once  to  behold 
The  thing,  whereat  it  trembles  by  fijrmifel 
O,  tell  me  how  it  is  ;  for  ne'er  'till  now 
Was  I  a  child,  to  tear  I  know  not  what. 

Mar.  Lord  Baihanus  lies  embrewed  here. 
All  on  a  heap,  like  to  a  flaughter'd  lamb. 
In  this  cietelted,  dark,  blood-drinking  pit. 

^itri.   If  it  be  dark,  how  dolt  thou  know  'tis  he  ? 

Mar.  Upon  his  bloody  finger  he  doth  wear 
A  precious  ring,  that  lightens  all  the  hole, 
Which,  like  a  taper  in  fome  monument. 
Doth  ihine  upon  the  dead  man's  earthy  cheeks. 
And  fiiews  the  ragged  entrails  of  this  pit  : 
So  pale  did  fl:iine  the  moon  on  Pyramus, 
When  he  by  night  lay  bath'd  in  maiden  blood, 

0  brother,  help  me  with  thy  fainting  hand, — 
If  fear  hath  made  thee  faint,  as  me  it  hath, — 
Out  of  this  fell  devouring  receptacle, 

As  hateful  as  Cocytus'  mifty  mouth. 

^iia.  Reach  me  thy  hand,  that  I  may  help  thee  out. 
Or,  wanting  flrength  to  do  thee  fo  much  good, 

1  may  be  pluck'd  into  tlie  fwallowing  womb 
Of  this  deep  pit,  poor  BafTianus'  grave. 

I  have  no  flrength  to  pluck  thee  to  the  brink. 

Mar.  And  I  no  fi:rength  to  climb  without  thy  help. 
^dn.  Thy  hand  once  more  ;  I  will  not  lofe  again, 

'Till  thou  art  here  aloft,  or  I  below ; 

Thou  canft  not  come  to  me,  I  come  to  thee.       \_FaUs  /«, 

Enter  the  Emperor  and  AaRON. 

Sat.  Along  with  me  : — I'll  fee  what  hole  is  hercji 
And  what  he  is,  that  now  is  leap'd  into  it.-r- 
Say,  who  art  thou,  that  lately  didft  defcend 
Into  this  gaping  hollow  of  the  earth  r 

Mar.  The  unhappy  fon  of  old  Andronicus; 
Brought  hither  in  a  moll  unlucky  hour. 
To  find  thy  brother  Bailianus  dead. 

Sa$^ 
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Sat.  My  brother  dead  ?  I  know  thou  dofl  but  jeft : 
lie  and  his  lady  both  are  at  the  lodge. 
Upon  the  north  fide  of  this  pleafant  chace  ; 
'Tis  not  an  hour  fince  I  left  him  there. 

Mar.  We  know  not  where  you  left  him  all  alive. 
But,  out,  alas !  here  have  we  found  him  dead. 

Enter  Tamora,    zvilh   Attendants  \    AndroniCUS  and 

Lucius. 

Tarn,  Where  is  my  lord,  the  king  ? 

Sat.  Here,  Tamora  ;  though  griev'd  with  killing  grief. 

Tarn.  Where  is  thy  brother  Baffianus  ? 

Sat.  Now  to  the  bottom  dofl  thou  fearch  my  wound ; 
Poor  Baffianus  here  lies  murdered.  ''     . 

Tarn.  Then  all  too  late, I  bring  this  fatal  vn"it. 
The  complot  of  this  timelefs  tragedy  : 
And  wonder  greatly  that  man's  face  can  fold. 
In  pleafing  fmiles,  fuch  murderous  tyranny. 

[She  givetk^ATUR't^l'i^XJsa  Leii€rt 
Saturninus  reads  the  Letter, 

An   if  lus  mtjs  to  meet  him  handjomelyy — 
Sweet  huntjman — BaJJianus  'tis  we  meany — ■ 
Do  thou  Jo  much  as  dig  the  grave  for  him  ; 
Thou  know' ft  our  meaning  :  ■  Look  for  thy  rezvard 
Among  the  nettles  at  the  elder  tree^ 

fVhich  over-fhades  the  ntouth  of  that  fame  pity'   ' 

Where  we  decreed  to  bury  Baffianus, 

Ds  this  J  and  purchafe  us  thy  lajiing  friends, 

O,  Tamora!  was  ever  heard  the  like  ? 
This  is  the  pit,  and  tliis  the  eider-tree  : 
Look,  firs,  if  you  can  find  the.huntfman  out. 
That  Ihould  have  murder'd  Baffianus  here. 

Aar.  My  gracious  lord,  here  is  the  bag  of  gold.       , 

[Shewing  it. 

Sat.  Two  of  thy  whelps,  fell  curs  of  bloody  kind, 
Have  here  bereft  my  brother  of  his  life  : —      [To  Titus. 
Sirs,  drag  them  from  the  pit  unto  the  prifon  ; 
There  let  them  bide,  until  we  have  devis  a 
Some  never-heard-of  torturing  pain  for  them. 

Tarn, 
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Tarn,  What,  are  they  in  this  pit !  O  wondrous  thing! 
How  eafily  murder  is  difcovered ! 

Tit.  High  emperor,  upon  my  feeble  knee 
I  beg  this  boon,  with  tears  not  lightly  ihed. 
That  this  fell  fault  of  mine  accurfed  fons, 
Accurfed,  if  the  fault  be  proved  in  them — 

Sat,  If  it  be  prov'd!  you  fee  it  is  apparent.—* 
Who  found  this  letter?  Tamora,  was  it  you? 

Tam,  Andronicus  himfelf  did  take  it  up. 

Tit,  I  did,  my  lord  ;  yet  let  me  be  their  bail  t 
For  by  my  father's  reverend  tomb,  I  vow, 
They  fhall  be  ready  at  your  highnefs'  will. 
To  anfwer  their  fufpicion  with  their  lives. 

Sat,  Thou  fhalt  not  bail  them  :  fee  thou  follow  rae- 
Some  bring  the  murder'd  body,  fome  the  murderers  : 
Let  them  not  fpeak  a  word,  the  guilt  is  plain : 
For,  by  my  foul,  were  there  worfe  end  than  death. 
That  end  upon  them  fhould  be  executed. 

Tarn.  Andronicus,  I  will  entreat  the  king  ; 
Fear  not  thy  fons,  they  fhall  do  well  enough. 

Tit.  Come,  Lucius,  come  \  ftay  not  to  talk  with  them. 

[Exeunt  fever  ally. 


S  C  E  N  E  .  V. 

Enter  Demetrius  and  Chiron,  with  Lavinia,  ra- 

vifljed ;  her  Hatids  cut  off,  and  her  Tongue  cut  out. 

Dem.  So,  now  go  tell,  an'  if  thy  tongue  can  fpeak. 
Who  'twas  that  cut  thy  tongue,  and  ravifh'd  thee. 

Chi,  Write  down  thy  mind,  bewray  thy  meaning  fo  ; 
And,  if  thy  ftumps  will  let  thee,  play  the  fcribe. 

Dem.  See  how  with  figns  and  tokens  fhe  can  fcovv^l. 

Chi.  Go  home,  call  for  fweet  water,  wafh  thy  hands. 

Dem,  She  has  no  tongue  to  call,  nor  hands  to  wafh ; 
And  fo  let's  leave  her  to  her  filent  walks. 

Chi.  An  'twere  my  cafe,  I  fhould  go  hang  myfelf. 

Dem,  If  thou  hadft  hands  to  help  thee  knit  the  cord. 

[Exeunt  Demetrius  and  Chirok. 

Enter 
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Enter  Ma-rcus  to  Lavinia. 

Mar.  Who's  this, — my  niece,  that  flies  away  fo  faft  ?  , 
Coufin,  a  word:  Where  is  your  hufband  ? — 
If  I  do  dream,  'would  all  my  v/ealth  would  v/ake  me  1 
If  I  do  wake,  fome  planet  ftrike  me  down. 
That  I  may  flumber  in  eternal  fleep  ! 
Speak,  gentle  niece,  what  ftern  ungentle  hand 
Have  lopp'd,  and  hew'd,  and  made  thy  body  bare 
Of  hex  two  branches  ?  thofe  fweet  ornaments, 
Whofe  circling  fhadows  kings  have  fought  to  deep  in  5 
And  might  not  gain  fo  great  a  happinefs, 
As  half  thy  love  r  Why  doft  not  fpeak  to  me  ?— 
Alas,  a  crimfon  river  of  warm  blood, 
Like  to  a  bubbling  fountain  ftirr'd  with  wind, 
pbth  rife  and  fall  between  thy  rofed  lips. 
Coming  and  going  with  thy  honey  breath. 
But,  fure,  fome  Tereu's  hath  deflow'red  thee ; 
And,  left  thou  fhould'ft  dete6l  him,  cut  thy  tongue. 
Ah,  now  thou  turn'ft  away  thy  face  for  fhame  I 
And,  notwithftanding  all  this  lofs  of  blood, — 
As  from  a  conduit  with  their  iilbing  fpouts, — 
Yet  do  thy  cheeks  look  red  as  Titan's  face, 
Blufhing  to  be  encounter'd  with  a  cloud. 
Shall  I  fpeak  for  thee  ?  ihall  I  fay,  'tis  fo  ? 

G,  that  I  knew  thy  heart ;  and  knew  the  beaft. 

That  I  might  rail  at  him  to  eafe  my  mind  I 

Sorrow  concealed,  like  an  oven  ftopp'd,  . 

Doth  burn  the  heart  to  cinders  where  it  is. 

Fair  Philomela,  fhe  but  loft  her  tongue. 

And  in  a  tedious  farapler  few'd  her  mind  : 

But,  lovely  niece,  that  mean  is  cut  from  thee  ; 

A  craftier  Tereus  haft  thou  met  withal. 

And  he  hath  cut  thofe  pretty  fingers  oft, 

That  better  could  have  few'd  than  Philomel. 

O,  had  the  monfter  feen  thofe  lily  hands 

Tremble,  like  afpen  leaves,  upon  a  lute. 

And  make  the  filken  ftrings  delight  to  kifs  them  ; 

He  would  not  then  have  touch'd  them  for  his  life. 

Qr,  had  he  heard  the  heavenly  harmony, 

Which  that  fweet  tongue  hath  made  ; 

H€ 
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He  would  have  dropt  his  knife,  and  fell  afleep'/ 

As  Cerberus  at  the  Thracian  poet's  feet. 

Come,  let  us  go,  and  make  thy  father  blind  ; 

For  fuch  a  fight  will  bh'nd  a  father's  eye  : 

One  hour's  florm  will  drown  the  fragrant  meads  ; 

What  will  whole  months  of  tears  thy  father's  eyes  ? 

Do  not  draw  back,  for  we  \Vill  nioufn  with  thee; 

O,  could  our  mourning  cafe  thy  mifery !  \_ExeuKt^ 


ACT       III. 

--.  ....  ^cn^A 

S  C  E  N  E     I.     A  Street  jn  Rome i  :, 

Enter  the  Judges' and  Sehistersy  with  MARtus  and  Q^r^'4 
Tus  bound y  pajjing  on  the  Stage  td  the  Place  cf  Execution  ^^ 
mid  Titus  going  htforcy  ■pleading ,       '    '  ..-.-- 

Titus,  ■  -  .  -.  ,L...  - 

Hear  me,  grave  fathers !  noble  tribunes,  flay  i '    '*^*^  t''^- 
For  pity  of  mine  age,  whofe  youth  was  fpent  '     '/- 

In  dangerous  wars,  whilft  you  fecurely  llept ; 
For  all  my  blood  in  Rome's  great  quarrel  feed  ; 
For  all  the  frofty  nights  that  I  have  watch'd  ; 
And  for  thefe  bitter  tears,  which  you  now  fee 
Filling  the  aged  wrinkles  in  my  cheeks  \  ;  - 

Be  pitiful  to  my  condemned  fons, 
Whofe  fouls  are  not  corrupted,  as  'tis  thought! 
For  two  and  twenty  fons  I  never  wept^ 
Becaufe  they  died  in  honour's  lofty  bed; 

[andronicus  Ueth  doivuy  and  the  Judges  pafs  hy  him^ 
For  thefe,  thefe,  tribunes,  in  the  duft  I  write  / 

My  heart's  deep  languor,  and  my  foul's  fad  tears. 
Let  my  tears  (ianch  the  earth's  dry  appetite  ; 
My  fons'  fvveet  blood  will  make  it  Ihame  and  blufh. 
O  earth!   I  will  befriend  thee  more  with  rain,      \_Exeunt4 
That  Ihall  diftil  from  thefe  two  ancient  urns, 
Than  youthful  April  Ih.all  with  all  his  lliovvers: 
In  fummer's  drought,  I'll  drop  upon  thee  flill; 
In  winter,  with  warm  tears  111  melt  the  fnow. 

And 


f  ITUS   ANDRONICUS.  33 

And  keep  eternal  fprlng-time  on  thy  face. 
So  thou  refufe  to  drink  my  dear  fons'  blood. 

Enter  Lucius  with  his  Sword  dra%vn, 

O,  reverend  tribunes  !  gentle  aged  men  ! 
Unbind  my  Ions,  reverie  the  doom  of  death ; 
And  let  me  fay,  that  never  v^ept  before. 
My  tears  are  now  prevailing  orators. 

Luc,  O,  noble  father,  ycu  lament  in  vain  ; 
The  tribunes  hear  you  not,  no  man  is  by. 
And  you  recount  your  forrows  to  a  ftone. 

Tit.  Ah,  Lucius,  for  thy  brothers  let  me  plead  :-^ 
Grave  tribunes,  once  more  I  entreat  of  you, 

Luc.  My  gracious  lord,  no  tribune  hears  you  fpeake 

Tit.  Why  'tis  no  matter,  man  :  if  they  did  hear. 
They  would  not  mark  me  ;  or  if  they  did  mark. 
All  bootlefs  unto  them,  they  would  not  pity  me. 
Therefore  I  tell  my  forrows  to  the  (tones  ; 
Who,  though  they  cannot  anfwer  my  diftrefs, 
Yet  in  Tome  fort  they're  better  than  the  tribunes. 
For  that  they  will  not  intercept  my  tale  ; 
When  I  do  weep,  they  humbly  at  my  feet 
Receive  my  tears,  and  feem  to  weep  with  me ; 
And,  were  they  but  attired  in  grave  weeds, 
Rome  could  afford  no  tribune  like  to  thefe. 
A  ftone  is  foft  as  wax,  tribunes  more  hard  than  Hones  % 
A  ftone  is  filent,  and  offendeth  not ; 
And  tribunes  with  their  tongues  doom  men  to  death. 
But  wherefore  ftand'ft  thou  with  thy  weapon  drawn  ? 

Luc,  To  refcue  my  two  brothers  from  their  death  ; 
For  which  attempt,  the  judges  have  pronounc'd 
My  everlafting  doom  of  banifhment. 

Tit.  O  happy  man  !  they  have  befriended  thee. 
Why,  foolilh  Lucius,  doft  thou  not  perceive, 
That  Rome  is  but  a  wildemefs  of  tygers ; 
Tygers  muft  prey  ;  and  Rome  affords  no  preyj 
But  me  and  mine  :  How  happy  art  thou  then. 
From  thefe  devourers  to  be  banifhed  ? 
But  who  comes  with  our  brother  Marcus  here  ? 

€  Bntfr 


^4  TITUS    ANDR0NICU5. 

Enter  Is^arcus  and  Lavinia. 

Metr.  Titus,  prepare  thy  noble  eyes  to  weep  ;^ 
Or,  if  not  fo,  thy  noble  heart  to  break  ; 
I  bring  confuming  forrow  to  thine  age. 

Tit,  Will  it  corfume  me  ?  let  me  fee  it  then. 
Mar.  This  was  thy  daughter. 
,     Tit.  Why,  Marcus,  fo  ihe  is. 
Luc.  Ah  nie!  this  objedi  kills  me! 
Tit,  Faint-hearted  boy,  arife,  and  look  upon  her  i— * 
Speak,  my  Lavinia,  what  accurfed  hand 
Hath  made  thee  handlefs  in  thy  father's  fight  ? 
What  fool  hath  added  water  to  the  fea  ? 
Or  brought  a  faggot  to  bright-burning  Troy  ? 
My  grief  was  at  the  height  before  thou  cam'ft. 
And  now,  like  Nilus,  it  difdaineth  bounds. — 
Give  me  a  fword,  I'll  chop  off  my  hands  too  ; 
For  they  have  fought  for  Rome,  and  all  in  vain  ;; 
And  they  have  nurs'd  this  woe,  in  feeding  life  ^ 
In  bootlefs  prayer  have  they  been  held  up. 
And  they  have  ferv'd  me  to  effe6llefs  ufe  : 
Now,  all  the  fervice  I  require  of  them 
Is,  that  the  one  will  help  to  cut  the  other. — 
'Tis  well,  Lavinia,  that  thou  haft  no  hands  ; 
For  hands,  to  do  Rome  fervice,  are  but  vain. 

Luc,  Speak,  gentle  fifter,  w^ho  hath  martyr'd  thccf 
Mar.  O,  that  delightful  engine  of  her  thoughts. 
That  blab'd  them  with  fuch  pleafing  eloquence, 
Is  torn  from  forth  that  pretty  hollow  cage  ; 
Where,  like  a  fweet  melodious  bird,  it  fung 
Sweet  vary'd  notes,  enchanting  every  ear ! 

Luc.  O,  fay  thou  for  her,  who  hath  done  this  deed? 
Mar,  O,  thus  I  found  her,  ftraying  in  the  park. 
Seeking  to  hide  herfelf ;  as  dr^th  the  deer. 
That  hath  receiv'd  fome  unrecuring  wound. 

Tit.   It  was  my  deer  ;  and  he  that  wounded  herf 
Hath  hurt  me  more,  than  had  he  kill'd  me  dead : 
For  now  I  Rand  as  one  upon  a  rock^ 
Environ'd  with  a  w^ildernefs  of  fea  ; 
Who  marks  the  waxing  tide  grow  wave  by  wave, 
Expedling  ever  when  fome  envious  furga 

Will 


Will  in  his  brinifh  bowels  fwallow  him. 

This  way  to  death  my  wretched  fons  are  gone  ; 

Here  flands  my  other  fon,  a  banifh'd  man  ; 

And  here  my  brother,  weeping  at  my  woes  :  , 

But  that,  which  gives  my  foul  the  greateft  fpurn. 

Is  dear  Lavinia,  dearer  than  my  Ibul. — 

Had  I  but  feen  thy  pi6lure  in  this  plight, 

It  would  have  madded  me  :  What  fliall  I  do. 

Now  I  behold  thy  lovely  body  fo  ? 

Thou  hafl  no  hands  to  wipe  away  thy  tears  ; 

Nor  tongue,  to  tell  me  who  hath  martyr'd  thee  : 

Thy  hufband  he  is  dead  ;  and,  for  his  death. 

Thy  brothers  are  condemn'd,  and  dead  by  this  :--■ 

Look,  Marcus!  ah,  fon  Lucius,  look  on  her! 

When  I  did  name  her  brothers,  ihenfrefh  tears 

Stood  on  her  cheeks,  as  doth  the  honey  dew 

Upon  a  gather 'd  lily  almoft  wither 'd. 

Mar.  Perchance,   fhe  weeps   becaufe  they  kill'd  her 
hufband  : 
Perchance,  becaufe  fhe  knows  them  innocent. 

Tit,  If  they  did  kill  thy  hufband,  then  be  joyful, 
Becaufe  the  law  hath  ta'en  revenge  on  them. — 
No,  no,  they  would  not  do  fo  foul  a  deed ; 
Witnefs  the  forrow  that  their  fifter  makes. — 
Gentle  Lavinia,  kt  me  kifs  thy  lips  ; 
Or  miake  fome  fjgns  how  I  may  do  thee  eafe. 
Shall  thy  good  uncle,  and  thy  brother  Lucius, 
And  thou,  and  I,  fit  round  about  fome  fountain  ; 
Looking  all  downwards,  to  behold  our  cheeks 
How  they  are  ftain'd  ;  like  meadows,  yet  not  dry 
With  miry  llime  left  on  them  by  a  flood  ? 
And  in  the  fountain  fhall  we  gaze  fo  long, 
"Till  the  frefh  tafte  be  taken  from  that  clearnefs, 
And  rfiade  a  brine-pit  with  our  bitter  tears  ? 
Or  fhall  we  cut  away  our  hands,  like  thine? 
Or  fhall  we  bite  our  tongues,  and  in  dumb  fhows 
Pafs  the  remainder  of  our  hateful  days  ? 
What  fhall  we  do  ?  let  us,  that  have  our  tongues. 
Plot  fome  device  of  further  mifery. 
To  make  us  wonder'd  at  in  time  to  come. 

C    2  lUCy 
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Luc.  Sweet  father,  ceafe  your  tears  ;  for,  at  your  gricf^ 
See,  how  my  wretched  fifter  fobs  and  weeps. 

Mar.  Patience,   dear  niece  : — good  Titus,   dry  thinq 
eyes. 

Jit.  Ah,  Marcus,  Marcus!  brother,  well  I  wot. 
Thy  napkin  cannot  drink  a  tear  of  mine, 
For  thou,  poor  man,  haft  drown 'd  it  with  thine  own, 

Luc.  Ah,  my  Lavinia,  I  will  wipe  thy  cheeks. 

Tit.  Mark,  Marcus,  mark  !  I  underftand  her  figns ; 
Had  fhe  a  tongue  to  fpeak,  now  {he  would  fay 
That  to  her  brother  which  I  faid  to  thee  ; 
His  napkin,  with  his  true  tears  all  bewet. 
Can  do  no  f^rvice  on  her  forrowful  cheeks, 
O,  what  a  fympathy  of  woe  is  this! 
As  far  froni  help  as  limbo  is  from  blifs. 

Enter  Aaron. 

Aar.  Titus  Andronicus,  my  lord  the  emperor 
Sends  thee  this  word, — That  if  thou  love  thy  fons, 
Let  Marcus,  Lucius,  or  thyfelf,  old  Titus, 
Or  any  one  of  you,  chop  ofFyour  hand, 
And  fend  it  to  the  king :  he  for  the  farne 
Will  fend  thee  hither  both  thy  fons  alive; 
And  that  fhall  be  the  ranfom  for  their  fault. 

Tit.  O,  gracious  emperor!  O,  gentle  Aaron! 
Did  ever  raven  fing  fo  like  a  lark, 
That  gives  fweet  tidings  of  the  fun's  uprife  ? 
With  all  my  heart,  Til  fend  the  emperor  my  hand  ? 
Good  Aaron,  wilt  thou  help  to  chop  it  off? 

Luc.  Stay,  father  ;  for  that  noble  h^nd  of  thine. 
That  hath  thrown  down  fo  many  enemies, 
Shall  not  be  fent  :  my  hand  will  ferve  the  turn  : 
My  youth  can  better  fpare  my  blood  than  you  ; 
And  therefore  mine  fhall  fave  my  brothers'  lives. 

Mar.  Which  of  your  hands  hath  not  defended  Rome, 
And  rear'd  aloft  the  bloody  battle-axe. 
Writing  deftrudlion  on  the  enemies'  caftlel 
O,  none  of  both  but  are  of  high  defcrt: 
My  hand  hath  been  but  idle,  let  it  ferve 
^  To 
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To  ranfom  my  two  nephews  from  their  death ; 
Then  have  I  kept  it  to  a  worthy  end. 

Aar.  Nay,  come,  agree,  whofe  hand  fhall  go  along, 
For  fear  they  die  before  their  pardon  come. 

Mar.  My  hand  fhall  go. 

Luc.  By  heaven,  it  fhall  not  go. 

Tit.  Sirs,  ftrive  no  more  ;  fuch  wither'd  herbs  as  thefe 
Are  meet  for  plucking  up,  and  therefore  mine. 

Luc.  Sweet  father,  if  I  fhall  be  thought  thy  fon. 
Let  me  redeem  my  brothers  both  from  death. 

Mar.  And,  for  our  father's  fake,  and  mother's  care. 
Now  let  me  fhew  a  brother's  love  to  thee. 

Tit.  Agree  between  you  ;  I  will  fpare  my  hand. 

Luc.  Then  I'll  go  fetch  an  axe. 

Mar,  But  I  will  ufe  the  axe. 

\_Exeunt  Lucius  <5r«^  Marcus* 

Tit.  Come  hither,  Aaron  ;  I'll  deceive  them  both  ; 
Lend  me  thy  hand,  and  I  will  give  thee  mine. 

Aar.  If  that  be  call'd  deceit,  I  will  be  honefl. 
And  never,  whilft  I  live,  deceive  men  fo  :^^ 
But  I'll  deceive  you  in  another  fort. 

And  that  you'll  fay,  ere  half  an  hour  pafs.  [AJide. 

[He  cuts  off  Titus's  Hand, 

Enter  Lucius  and  Marcus  ao-ain, 

o 

Tit.  Now,  ftay  your  ftrife ;  what  fhall  be,  is  difpatch'di 
Good  Aaron,  give  his  majefty  my  hand  : 
Tell  him,  it  was  a  hand  that  warded  him 
From  thoufand  dangers  ;  bid  him  bury  it  5 
M.Qre  hath  it  merited,  that  let  it  have. 
As  for  my  fons,  fay,  I  account  of  them 
As  jewels  purchas'd  at  an  eafy  price ; 
And  yet  dear  too,  becaufe  I  bought  mine  own. 

Aar.  I  go,  Andronicus  ;  and  for  thy  hand. 
Look  by  and  by  to  have  thy  fons  with  thee  : — 
Their  heads,  I  mean. — O,  how  this  villany  [4/«^<* 

E)oth  fat  me  with  the  very  thought  of  it  ? 
Let  fools  do  good,  and  fair  men  call  for  grace, 
Aaron  will  have  his  foul  black  like  his  face.  £Exif, 

Tit 7  O  hear! — I  lift  this  one  hand  up  to  heaven, 

And 
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And  bow  this  feeble  ruin  to  the  earth : 

If  any  power  pities  wretched  tears, 

To  that  I  call : — What,  wilt  thou  kneel  with  me  ? 

[To  Lavinia* 
Do  then,  dear  heart ;  for  heaven  fhall  hear  our  prayers  ; 
Or  with  our  fighs  we'll  breathe  the  welkin  dim. 
And  ftain  the  fun  with  fog,  as  fometims  clouds. 
When  they  do  hug  him  in  their  melting  bofoms. 

Mar.  O!  brother  fpeak  v/ith  poifibilities, 
And  do  not  break  into  thcfe  deep  extremes-. 

7/V.  Is  not  my  forrow  deep,  having  no  bottom? 
Then  be  my  paliions  bottomlefs  with  them. 

Mar.-  But  yet  let  reafon  govern  thy  lament. 

Til,  If  there  were  reafon  for  thefe  miferies. 
Then  into  limits  could  I  bind  my  woes  : 
When  heaven  doth  weep,  doth  not  the  earth  o'erflow? 
If  the  winds  rage,  doth  not  the  fea  wax  mad  ? 
Threat'ning  the  welkin  with  his  big-fvvoln  face  ?    ' 
And  wilt  thou  have  a  reafon  for  this  coil  ? 
I  am  the  fea  ;  hark,  hovv  her  fighs  do  blow  ! 
She  is  the  weeping  welkin,  I  the  earth  : 
Then  muft  my  fea  be  moved  with  her  fighs  ; 
Then  muft  my  earth  with  her  continual  tears 
Become  a  deluge,  overilow'd  and  drown'd  : 
For  why?  my  bowels  cannot  hide  her  woes. 
But  like  a  drunkard  mufl  I  vomit  them. 
Then  give  me  leave  ;  for  lofers  will  have  leave 
To  eafe  their  ftomachs  with  their  bitter  tongues. 

Enter  a  Meffengevy  bringing  in  two  Heads  and  a  }iand* 

Mejf,  Worthy  Andronicus,  ill  art  thou  repaid 
For  that  good  hand  thou  fent'll  the  emperor. 
Here  are  the  heads  of  thy  two  noble  fons  ; 
And  here's  thy  hand,  in  fcorn  to  thee  fent  back  ; 
Thy  griefs  their  fports,  thy  refolution  m.ock'd  : 
That  woe  is  me  to  think  upon  thy  woes. 
More  than  remembrance  of  my  father's  death.         \Extt, 

Mar.  Now  let  hot  ^tna  cool  in  Sicily, 
And  be  my  heart  an  ever-burning  hell !  '  ' 

Thefe  miferies  are  more  than  may  be  borne ! 

To 
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To  weep  with  them  that  weep  doth  eafe  feme  deal. 
But  forrow  flouted  at  is  double  death. 

Luc,  Ah,  that  this  fight  fhould  make  fo  deep  a  wound. 
And  yet  detefted  life  not  flirink  thereat  1 
That  ever  death  fhould  let  life  bear  his  name. 
Where  life  hath  no  more  intereft  but  to  breathe ! 

[Lav  INI  A  kijfes  him-. 

Mar.  Alas !  poor  heart,  that  kifs  is  comfortlefs. 
As  frozen  water  to  a  ftarved  fnake. 

Tit,  When  will  this  fearful  flumber  have  an  end  ? 

Mar.  Now,  farewell,  flattery  :   Die,  Andronicus  9    - 
Thou  dofl  not  flumber:  fee  thy  two  fons'  heads*^ 
Thy  warlike  hand  ;  thy  mangled  daughter  here ; 
Thy  other  banifh'd  fon,  with  this  dear  fight 
Struck  pale  and  bloodlefs  ;  and  thy  brother,  I, 
Even  like  a  ftony  image,  cold  and  numb. 
Ah  !  now  no  more  will  I  control  thy  griefs  : 
Rend  off  thy  filver  hair,  thy  other  hand 
Gnawing  with  thy  teeth  ;  and  be  this  difmal  fight 
The  clofing  up  of  your  moft  wretched  eyes  \ 
Now  is  a  time  to  florm,  why  art  thou  fiill  r 

Tit.  Ha,  ha,  hai 

Mar.  Why  dofi:  thou  laugh  ?  it  fits'not  with  this  hoiil* 

Tit.  Why  I  have  not  another  tear  to  fhed  : 
Befides,  this  forrow  is  an  enemy, 
And  would  ufurp  upon  my  watry  eyes, 
And  make  them  blind  with  tributary  tears  ;- 
Then  which  way  fhall  I  find  revenge's  cave  ? 
For  thefe  two  heads  do  feem  to  fpeak  to  me  ; 
And  threat  me,  I  fiiall  never  come  to  blifs, 
'Till  all  thefe  mifchicfs  be  returned  again. 
Even  in  their  throats  that  have  committed  them^ 
Come,  let  me  fee  v/hat  talk  I  have  to  do. — • 
You  heavy  people,  circle  me  about. 
That  I  may  turn  me  to  each  one  of  you, 
And  fwear  unto  my  foul  to  right  your  wrongs. 
The  vow  is  made. — Come,  brother,  take  a  head  ; 
And  in  this  hand  the  other  will  I  bear  : 
Lavinia,  thou  fhalt  be  employed  in  thefe  things  ; 
Bear  thou  my  hand,  fweet  v/ench,  between  thy  teeth. 

"    ^  As 
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As  for  tliee,  boy,  go,  get  thee  from  my  fight  ^ 

Thou^art  an  exile,  and  thou  muft  not  ilay  : 

Hie  to  the  Goths,  and  raife  an  army  there: 

And,  if  you  love  me,  as  I  think  you  do, 

J^et's  kifs  and  part,  for  we  have  much  to  do.         \ExeunL 

Manet  Lucius, 

Liic,  Farewell,  Andronicus,  my  noble  father  ; 
The  v^ofurft  man  that  ever  liv'd  in  Rome! 
Farewell,  proud  Rome  !  'till  Lucius  comes  again, 
He  leaves  his  pledges  dearer  than  his  life. 
Farewell,  Lavinia,  my  noble  fifler  ; 
O,  'would  thou  wert  as  thou  'tofore  haft  been  I 
But  now  nor  Lucius,  nor  Lavinia  lives. 
But  in  oblivion,  and  hateful  griefs. 
If  Lucius  live,  he  will  requite  your  wrongs  ; 
And  make  proud  Saturninus  and  his  emperefs 
Beg  at  the  gates,  like  Tarquin  and  his  queen. 
Now  will  I  to  the  Goths,  and  raife  a  power. 
To  be  reveng'd  on  Rome  and  Saturnine. 

l^Exit  Luciu&i 


SCENE     IL     An  Apartment  in  TiTui's  Houfe^ 

A  Banquet.     Enter  Titus,  Marcus,  Lavinia,  and 

young  Lucius,  a  Boy* 

Tit,  So,  fo  ;  now  fit :  and  look  you  eat  no  mare 
Than  will  preferve  juft  fo  much  ftrength  in  lis 
As  will  revenge  thefe  bitter  woes  of  ours. 
Marcus,  unknit  that  forrow-wreathen  knot ; 
Thy  niece  and  I,  poor  creatures,  want  our  hands. 
And  cannot  paflionate  our  ten-fold  grief 
With  folded  arm.s.     This  poor  right  hand  of  miri© 
Is  left  to  tyrannize  upon  my  breaft  ; 
And  when  my  heart,  all  mad  with  mifery, 
Beats  in  this  hollow  prifon  of  my  flefh. 
Then  thus  I  thump  it  down. — 
Thou  map  of  woe,  that  thus  doft  talk  in  figns  ? 

\Tq  LaviniX. 
WhcD 
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When  thy  poor  heart  beats  with  outrageous  beating. 
Thou  can  it  not  ftrike  it  thus  to  make  it  ftilL 
Wound  it  with  fighing,  girl,  kill  it  with  groans  j 
Or  get  fome  little  knife  between  thy  teeth. 
And  juft  againft  thy  heart  make  thou  a  hole ; 
That  all  the  tears  that  thy  poor  eyes  let  fall. 
May  run  into  that  (ink,  and,  foakingin,  ^ 

Drown  the  lamenting  fool  in  fea-falt  tears. 

A'lar.  Fye,  brother,  fye  !  teach  her  not  thus  to  lay 
Such  violent  hands  upon  her  tender  life. 

Tit.  How  now  !  has  forrow  made  thee  doat  already  \ 
Why,  Marcus,  no  man  fliould  be  mad  but  I. 
What  violent  hands  can  llie  lay  on  her  life  ? 
Ah!  wherefore  dolt  thou  urge  the  name  of  hands  ; — 
To  bid  Tineas  tell  the  tale  twice  o'er. 
How  Troy  was  burnt,  and  he  made  miferable  ? 
O,  handle  not  the  iheme,  to  talk  of  hands  ; — 
Left  we  remember  ftill,  that  we  have  none. — 
Fye,  fye,  how  franticly  I  fquare  my  talk  ! 
As  if  we  Ihould  forget  we  had  no  hands. 
If  Marcus  did  not  name  the  word  of  hands  f — - 
Come,  let's  fall  to  ;  and,  gentle  girl,  eat  this  : — 
Here  is  no  drink!  Hark,  Marcus,  what  (he  fays ; — 
I  can  interpret  all  her  martyr'd  figns  ;— 
She  fays,  fhe  drinks  no  other  drink  but  tears, 

Brew'd  with  her  forrows,  mefh'd  upon  her  cheeks  : 

Speechlefs  complainer,  I  will  learn  thy  thought ; 

In  thy  dumb  a6tion  will  I  be  as  perfect, 

As  begging  hermits  in  their  holy  prayers : 

Thou  ihalt  not  iigh,  nor  hold  thy  i1:umps  to  heaven, 

Nor  wink,  nor  nod,  nor  kneel,  nor  make  a  fign. 

But  I  of  thefeVidll  wreft  an  alphabet. 

And,  by  ftill  pradice,  learn  to  know  the  meaning. 

Boy.  Good  grandfire,  leave^thefe  bitter  deep  laments  :. 
Make  my  aunt  merry  with  fome  plea  ling  tale. 

Mar.  Alas!  the  tender  boy,  in  paftiori  mov'd,  * 

Doth  weep  to  fee  his  grandiire's  heavinefs. 

Tit.  Peace,  tender  fapling  ;  thou  art  made  of  tears. 
And  tears  will  quickly  melt  thy  life  away. 

{yAK-^Q\j%firikes  the  Dijh  tuith  a  Knife, 
What  doft  thou  ftrike  at,  Marcus,  with  thy  knife? 

D  '  Mat, 
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Mar.  At  that  tha!t  I  have  kill'd,  my  lord  ;  a  fly. 
Tit,  Out  on  thee,  murderer  !  thou  kill'ft  my  heart ; 
Mine  eyes  are  cloy'd  w  ith  view  of  tyranny  : 
A  deed  of  death,  done  on  the  innocent, 
Becomes  not  Titus'  brother ;  Get  thee  gone  ! 
I  fee  thou  art  not  for  my  company. 

Mar.  Alas !  my  lord,  I  have  but  kill'd  a  fly. 
Tit.  But  how»  if  that  fly  had  a  father  and  mother  ? 
How  would  he  hang  his  {lender  gilded  wings. 
And  buzz  lamenting  doings  in  the  air  ? 
Poor  harmlefs  fly  ! 

That  with  his  pretty  buzzing  melody, 
Came  here  to  make  us  merry  ;  and  thou  haft  kill'd  him. 

Mar.  Pardon  me,  fir  ;  it  was  a  black  ill-favour'd  fly,    . 
Like  to  the  emperefs'  Moor  ;  therefore  I  kill'd  him. 

Tit.  O!  O!  O! 
Then  pardon  me  for  reprehending  thee, 
For  thou  haft  done  a  charitable  deed. 
Give  me  thy  knife,  I  will  infult  on  him ; 
Flattering  myfelf,  as  if  it  were  the  Moor, 
Come  hither  purpofely  to  poifon  me. — 
There's  for  thyfelf,  and  that's  for  Tamora. 
Ah,  firrah! — yet  I  think  we  are  not  brought  fo  low. 
But  that,  between  us,  we  can  kill  a  fly, 
That  comes  in  likenefs  of  a  coal-black  Moor. 

Mar.  Alas,  poor  man  !  grief  has  ^o  wrought  on  him. 
He  takes  falfe  Ihadows  for  true  fubftances. 

Tit.     Come,  take  away. — Lavinia,  go  with  me  : 
I'll  to  thy  clofet ;  and  go  read  with  thee 
Sad  ftories,  chanced  in  the  times  of  old. — 
Come,  boy,  and  go  with  me  ;  thy  fight  is  young. 
And  thou  flialt  read,  w^hen  mine  begins  to  dazzle. 

[_Exeunt, 
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A  C  T    V. 

SCENE     II.     Titus's  Houfe. 

Enter  young  Lucius,  and  Lavinia  running  after  hini: 
and  the  Boy  files  from  her^  with  his  Books  under  his  Arm* 
■  EnterTnuSy  and  Marcus. 

Boy. 
Help,  grandfire,  help  !  my  aunt  Lavinia 
Follows  me  every  where,  I  know  not  why :— . 
Good  uncle  Marcus,  fee  how  fwift  (lie  comes  ! 
Alas  1  fweet  aunt,  I  know  not  what  you  mean. 

Mar.  Stand  by  me,  Lucius  ;  do  not  fear  thine  aunt, 
Tit.  She  loves  thee,  boy,  too  well  to  do  thee  harm. 
Boy.  Ah !  when  my  father  was  in  Rome,  fhe  did. 
Mar.  What  means  my  nieCe  Lavinia  by  thefe  figns  ? 
Tit.  Fear   her   not,    Lucius  2 — Somewhat    doth    fhe 
mean  : — 
See,  Lucius,  fee,  how  much  (he  makes  of  thee  : 
Somewhither  would  fhe  have  thee  go  with  her. 
Ah,  boy,  Cornelia  never  with  more  care 
Read  to  her  fons,  than  fhe  hath  read  to  thee. 
Sweet  poetry,  and  Tully's  oratory. 
Canft  thou  not  guefs  wherefore  fhe  plies  thee  thus  \ 
Boy.  My  lord,  I  know  not,  I,  nor  can  I  guefs, 
Unlefs  fome  fit  of  phrenzy  do  poilefs  her  : 
For  I  have  heard  my  grandhre  fay  full  oft. 
Extremity  of  grief  would  make  m.en  mad  ; 
And  I  have  read,  that  Hecuba  of  Troy 
Ran  mad  through  forrow  :  That  made  me  to  fear  § 
Although,  my  lord,  I  know  my  noble  aiint 
Loves  me  as  dear  as  e'er  my  mother  did. 
And  would  not,  but  in  fury,  fright  my  youth  : 
Which  made  me  down  to  throw  my  books,  and  fly  j 
Caufelefs,  perhaps  :  But  pardon  me,  fweet  aunt : 
And,  madam,  if  my  uncle  Marcus  go, 
I  will  mofl  willingly  attend  your  ladyfhip. 
Mar.  Lucius,  I  will. 

Tit.  How  now,  Lavinia? — Marcus,  what  means  this? 
Some  book  there  is  that  fhe  defires  to  fee  :— - 

D2  Which 
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Which  is  it,  girl,  of  thefc  ?  Open  them,  boy.-—* 
But  thou  art  deeper  read,  and  better  fkill'd ; 
Come,  and  take  choice  of  all  my  library. 
And  fo  beguile  thy  forrow,  'till  the  heavens 
Reveal  the  damn'd  contriver  of  this  deed. — 
Why  lifts  (he  up  her  arms  in  fequence  thus? 

Alar,   I  think  flie  means  that  there  was  more  than  one 
Confederate  in  the  fa6t ; — Ay,  more  there  was  : — 
Or  clfe  to  heaven  llie  heaves  them  for  revenge. 

Tit.  Lucius,  what  book  is  that  fhe  tolTeth  fo  ? 

Boy.  Grand  fire,  'tis  Ovid's  Metamorphofis  ; 
My  mother  gave  it  me. 

Mar.   For  love  of  her  that's  gone, 
Perhaps  {\\q  ciiH'd-it  from  among  the  reft. 

Tit.  Soft  1  foft !  how  bufily  (he  turns  the  leaves  !   . 
Help  her:  What  would  fhe  find?   Lavinia,  (hall  I  read  ? 
This  is  the  tragic  tale  of  Philomel, 
And  treats  of  Tereus'  treafon,  and  his  rape ; 
And  rape,  I  fear,  was  root  of  thine  annoy. 

Mar.  See,    brother,  fee;    note,    how  fhe  quotes  the 
leaves. 

Tit.   Lavinia,  w^er't  thou  thus  furpriz'd,  fweet  girl, 
RaviOi'd,  and  wrong'd,  as  Philomela  was, 
Forc'd  in  the  rr.thlefs,  vail,  and  gloomy  woods  ? — 
See,  fee  !- — — 

Ay,  fuch  a  place  there  is,  where  w^e  did  hunt, 
(O,  had  we  never,  never,  hunted  there  !) 
Pattern'd  by  that  the  poet  here  dcfcribes, 
By  natute  made  for  murders  and  for  rapes. 

Mar.  O,  why  fliould  nature  build  fo  foul  a  den, 
LVdcfsthe  gods  delight  in  tragedies! 

77/.  Give  figiis,  fweet  girl  \ — for  here  are  none   but 

friends, 

What  Roman  lord  it  was  durft  do  the  deed  : 
Or  flunk  not  Saturnine,  as  Tarquin  erft. 
That  left  the  camp  to  fin  in  Lucrece'  bed  ? 

Mar,  Sit  down,   fweet  niece  : — brother,  fit  down  by 
me.' — 
Apollo,  Pallas,  Jove,  or  Mercury, 
>Infpire  me,  that  I  mav  this  treafon  find  ! — 

My 
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My  lord,  look  here  ; — look  here,  Lavinia  ; 

[//^  writes  his  Name  with  his  Slajf\   and  guiujs  it 
with  his  Feet -aJid  Mouth. 
This  Tandy  plot  is  plain  ;  guide,  iftiiou  can'il:, 
This  after  me,  when  I  have  writ  my  name 
Without  the  help  of  any  hand  at  all. 
Curs'd  be  that  heart,  that  torc'd  us  thus  to  fhift! — 
Write  thou,  good  niece  ;  and  here  difplay  at  lail, 
What  God  will  have  difcover'd  for  revenge: 
Heaven  guide  thy  p^n  to  print  thy  forrows  plain, 
That  we  may  know  the  traitors,  and  the  truth  ! 

^Shd  takes  the  Staff  in  her  Mouthy  and  guides  It  zvith 
her  Stumps y  and  zvntes. 
^if.  O,  do  you  read,  my  lord,  what  fbehath  writ  ?    . 
Stuprum — Chiron — Demetrius. 

Mar.  What,  what !- — the  lullful  fons  of  Tamor^ 
Performers  of  this  hateful  bloody  deed? 

,    Tit.  Magne  Dominator  Polif 

Tarn  lent  us  audisjcelera  ^'  tarn  lentus  videsP 

Alar.  O,  calm  thee,  gentle  lord  !  although,  I  know. 
There  is  enough  written  upon  this  earth. 
To  ftir  a  mutiny  in  the  mildell  thoughts. 
And  arm  the  minds  of  infants  to  exclaim. 
My  lord,  kneel  dovvm  with  me  ;  Lavinia,  kneel ; 
And  kneel,  fvveet  boy,  the  Roman  He6tor's  hope  ; 
And  fwear  with. me, — as  with  the  woful  feere. 
And  father,  of  thatchafte  diflionour'd  dame, 
Lord  Junius  Brutus  fware  for  Lucrece'  rape, — 
That  we  will  profecute,  by  good  advice. 
Mortal  revenge  upon  thefe  tra;terous  Goths, 
And  fee  their  blood,  or  die  with  this  reproach. 
Tit.  Tis  fure  enough,  an"  you  knew  how. 
But  if  you  hurt  thefe  bear-whelps,  then  beware  : 
The  dam  will  wake  ;  and,  if  (he  wind  you  once, 
She's  with  the  lion  deeply  ftill  in  league, 
And  lulls  him  while  flie  playeth  on  her  back. 
And,  when  he  lleeps,  will  (lie  do  what  flie  lift. 
You're  a  young  huntfman,  Marcus  ;  let  it  alone  ; 
And,  come,  I  will  go  get  a  leafof  brafs, 
And  with  a  gad  of  lleel  will  write  thefe  words, 

And 
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And  lay  it  by:  the  angry  northern  wind 

Will  blow  thcfe  fands,  like  Sybil's  leaves,  abroad. 

And  Where's  your  leiTon  then  ? — Boy,  what  fay  you  ? 

Boy.  I  fay,  rny  lord,  that  if  I  were  a  rqan, 
Their  mother's  bed-chamber  fhould  not  be  fafe 
For  thefe  bad  bond-men  to  the  yoke  of  Rome. 

Mar.  Ay,  that's  my  boy  !  thy  father  hath  full  oft 
For  this  ungrateful  country  done  ihe  like. 

Bey.  And,  uncle,  fo  will  I,  an'  if  I  live. 

Tit.  Come,  go  with  me  into  my  armoury  \ 
Lucius,  I'll  tit  thee-,  and  withal,  my  boy 
Shall  carry  from  me  to  the  emperefs'  fons 
Prefents,  that  I  intend  to  {^nA  them  both  : 
Come,  come  ;  thou'lt  do  my  meffage,  wilt  thou  not  ? 

Boy^.  Ay,  with  my  dagger  in  their  bofom,  grandfire. 

Tit.  No,   no,   boy,   not   fo  ;    I'll  teach   thee  another 
courfe. 
Lavinia,  come: — Marcus,  look  to  my  houfe  ; 
Lucius  and  I'll  go  brave  it  at  the  court ; 
Ay,  marry,  will  we,  fir  ;  and  we'll  be  waited  on.  \_Exeunt. 

Mar.  O  heavens  !  can  you  hear  a  good  man  groan, 
And  not  relent,  or  not  compaffionate  him  ? 
Marcus,  attend  him  in  his  ecftacy ; 
That  hath  more  fears  of  forrow  in  his  heart, 
Than?foe-men's  marks  upon  his  batter'd  (hield  : 
Bur  yet  fo  juft,  that  he  will  not  revenge : — 
Revenge  the  heavens  for  old  Andronicus  1  \_Exit, 


SCENE     11.     Changes  to  the  Palace, 

Enter  AAROisSy  Chiron,  ^zw^/ Demetrius,  at  om  Door: 
and  at  another  Door  ^  young  Lucius,  and  another^  with  a 
Bundle  of- Weapons,  and  Verjes  writ  upon  them, 

Chi.   Demetrius,  here's  the  fori  of  Lucius  ; 
He  hath  feme  meflage  to  deliver  to  us. 

Aar.  Ay,  fjme  mad  melfage  from  his  mad  grandfather. 

Boy,   Niy  lords,  with  all  the  humblenefs  I  may, 
J  greet  your  honours  from  Aiidronicus  ; — 
And  pray  the  Rom^n  go<.1s  confound  you  both.        [JJide, 

Dem, 


\ 

1 
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Dem,  Gramercy,  lovely  Lucius:  What's  the  news  ? 

Boy.  That  you  are  both  decypher'd,  that's  the  news. 
For  villains  mark'd  with  rspe.  [Afide.']  May  it  pleafe  you, 
My  grandfire,  well-advis'd,  hath  fent  by  me 
The  goodlieft  weapons  of  his  armoury, 
To  gratify  your  honourable  youth. 
The  hope  of  Rome  ;  for  fo  he  bade  rhe  fay  ; 
And  fo  I  do,  and  with  his  gifts  prefent 
Your  lordlhips,  that  whenever  you  have  need. 
You  may  be  armed  and  appointed  well  : 
And  fo  I  leave  you  both,  [_-4fi^^'^  like  bloody  villains. " 

\_Exit, 

Dem.  What's  here  ?  a  fcroU  ;  and  written  round  about  ? 
Let's  fee ; 

Integer  vita^jcehrljque  purus. 
Nan  eget  Mauri  jaculis  nee  arcu. 

Chi.  O,  'tis  a  verfe  in  Horace ;  I  know  it  well : 
I  read  it  in  the  grammar  long  ago. 

Aar.  Ay,  juft ; — a  verfe  in  Horace  ; — right,  you  have  it. 
Now,  what  a  thing  it  is  to  be  anafs! 
Here's  no  fond  jeft :  the  old  man  hath  found" 

their  guilt; 
And  fends  the  weapons  wTapp'd  about  with 

lines, 
That  wound,  beyond  their  feeling,   to  the  )»  Jfide. 

quick. 
But  were  our  witty  emperefs  well  a-foot. 
She  would  applaud  Andronicus'  conceit. 
But  let  her  reft  in  her  unreft  a-while. — 
And  now,  young  lords,  was't  not  a  happy  ftar 
Led  usto  Rome,  ftrangers,  and,  more  than  fo. 
Captives,  to  be  advanced  to  this  height  r 
It  did  me  good,  before  the  palace  gate, 
To  brave  the  tribune  in  his  brother's  hearing. 

Dem.  But  me  more  good,  to  fee  fo  great  a  lor(| 
Bafely  infmuate,  and  fend  us  gifts. 

Aar.  Had  he  not  reafon,  lord  Demetrius  } 
Did  you  not  ufe  his  daughter  very  friendly  ? 

Dem.  I  would  we  had  a  thoufand  Roman  dames 
At  fuch  a  bay,  by  turn  to  ferve  our  luft, 

Chi 


48  '    TITUS   ANDRONICUS, 

Chi.  A  charitable  wifh,  and  full  of  love. 
Jar.  Here  lackeih  but  your  mother  to  fay,  amen. 
Chi.  And  that  would  the  for  twenty  thoufand  morc^ 
Dem.  Come,  let  us  go  ;  and  pray  to  all  the  gods 
For  our  beloved  mother  in  her  pains. 

Aar,  Pray  to  the  devils  ;  the  gods  have  given  us  o'er. 

[/fide,     Flourifh. 
De?fi.  Why  do  the  emperor's  trum.pets  tlourifli  thus  t 
Chi.  Belike,  for  joy  the  emperor  hath  a  fon. 
Denti  Soft ;  who  comes  here  ? 

Enler  Nurje^  with  a  Blach-a-Moor  Child. 

ISurfe.  Good-morrow,  lords: 
O,  tell  me,  did  you  fee  Aaron  the  Moor  ? 

Aar.  Vv'^ell,  more,  or  lefs,  or  ne'er  a  whit  at  all. 
Here  Aaron  is;  and  what  with  Aaron  now  ? 

Nur.  O  gentle  Aharon,  we  are  all  undone  I 
Now  help,  or  woe  betide  thee  evermore! 

Aar.  Why,  what  a  caterwauling  dofi:  thou  keep'? 
What  doft  thou  wrap  and  fumble  in  thine  arms  ? 

Nuf-.  O,  that  which  I  would  hide  from  heaven's  eye, 
Our  emperefs'  fhame,  and  flately  Rome's  difgrace  \ — 
She  is  delivered,  lords,  ihe  is  deliver 'd. 

Aar.  To  whorri  ? 

Nur.  I  mean  ihe  is  brought  to-bed. 

Aar.  Well,  God 
'Give  her  good  reft !  What  hath  he  fent  her  ? 

Nur.  A  devil. 

Aar.  Why,  then  fhe  is  the  devil's  dam  ;  a  joyful  ilRie. 

Nur.  A  joylefs,  d^fmal,  black,  and  forrowful  iffue  ; 
Kere  is  the  babe,  as  loathfome  as  a  toad, 
Amongft  the  faireft  breeders  of  our  clime. 
The  emperefs'  fends  it  thee,  thy  ftamp,  thy  feal. 
And  bids  thee  chriften  it  with  thy  dagger's  point. 

Aar.  Out,  out,  you  whore  !  is  black  fo  bafe  a  hue  ? — 
Sweet  bloufe,  you  are  a  beauteous  bloffbm,  fure. 

Dem.  Villain,  w^hat  haft  thou  done  ? 

Aar.  That  which  thou 
Pan'ft  not  undo. 
'^-  Qki,  Thou  haft  undone  our  mother. 

Ad^, 
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Aur,  Villain,  I  have  done  thy  mother. 

Dent.  And  therein,  hellilh  dog,  thou  haft  undone. 
Woe  to  her  chance,  and  damn'd  her  loathed  choice ! 
Accurs'd  the  oiFspiing  of  lb  foul  a  fiend  r 

Chi.   It  fhall  not  live. 

Aar.  It  ihatl  not  die. 

Nur.  Aaron,  it  muft  ;  the  mother  wills  it  fo. 

Aar.  What,  muft  it,  nurfe  ?  then  let  no  man  but  I 
Do  execution  on  my  tiefh  and  blood. 

Dem.   I'll  broach  the  tadpole  on  my  rapier's  point : 
Nurfe,  give  it  me  ;  my  fword  Ihall  foon  difpatch  it. 

Aar.  Sooner  this  fword  fhall  plough  thy  bowels  up. 
Stay,  murderous  villains!  will  you  kill  your  brother? 
Now,  by  the  burning  tapers  of  the  (ky. 
That  Ihone  fo  brightly  Vv'hen  this  boy  was  got. 
He  dies  upon  my  fcymetar's  lliarp  point. 
That  touches  this  my  firft-born  fon  and  heir ! 
I  tell  you,  younglings,  not  Enceladus, 
With  all  his  threat'hing  band  of  Typhon's  brood, 
Nor  great  Alcides,  nor  the  god  of  war. 
Shall  feize  this  prey  out  of  his  father's  hands. 
'What,  what  1  ye  fanguine  (hallow-hearted  boys ! 
Ye  white-lim'd  walls  !  ye  alehoufe  painted  figns ! 
Coal-black  is  t>etter  than  another  hue, 
In  that  it  fcorns  to  bear  another  hue : 
For  all  the  water  in  the  ocean 
Can  never  turn  the  fwan's  black  legs  to  white. 
Although  fhe  lave  them  hourly  in  the  flood. — 
Tell  the  emperefs  from  me,  I  am  of  age 
To  keep  mine  own  ;  excufe  it  how  fhe  can. 

De7n.   Wilt  thou  betray  thy  noble  miflrefs  thus  ? 

Aar.  My  Miflrefs  is  my  miftrefs  ;  this,  myfelf ; 
The  vigour  and  thepi6lure  of  rsy  youth  : 
This,  before  all  the  world,  do  I  prefer  ; 
This,  maugre  all  the  world,  will  I  keep  fafe, 
Dr  fome  of  you  fhall  fmoke  for  it  in  Rome. 

Dem.  By  this  our  mother  is  for  ever  fham'd, 

Chi,  Rome  will  defpife  her  for  this  foul  efcape. 

Nur.  The  emperor,  in  his  rage,  will  doom  her  death, 

Qhi.  I  blufh  to  think  upon  this  ignominy. 

Aar. 
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Aar.  Why  there's  the  privilege  your  beauty  bears  : 
Fye,  treacherous  hue !  that  will  betray  with  blulhing 
The  clofe  ena6ts  and  counfels  of  the  heart! 
Here's  a  young  lad  fram'd  of  another  leer : 
Look,  how  the  black  fiave  fmiles  upon  the  father; 
As  who  fhould  fay,  Old  lad  ^  I  am  thine  own. 
He  is  your  brother,  lords  ;  fenfibly  fed 
Of  that  felf-biood  that  firft  gave  life  to  you  : 
And,  from  that  womb,  where  you  imprifon'd  were/ 
He  is  enfranchifed  and  come  to  light : 
Nay,  he's  your  brother  by  the  furer  fide, 
Although  my  feal  is  ftamped  in  his  face. 

JSur.  Aaron,  what  Ihall  I  fay  unto  the  emperefs^ 

Dem,  Advife  thee,  Aaron,  w^^at  is  to  be  done. 
And  we  will  all  fubfcribe  to  thy  advice  ; 
Save  you  the  child,  fo  we  may  all  be  fafe. 

Aar.  Then  fit  we  down,  and  let  us  all  confalt. 
My  fon  and  I  will  have  the  wind  of  you  : 
Keep  there  :  Now  talk  at  pleafure  of  your  fafety, 

\TheyJit  on  the  Ground, 
"  Dem.  How  many  women  faw^  this  child  of  his? 

Aar,  Why   fo,   brave  lords:    When  we  all  join  in 
league, 
I  am  a  lamb:  but  if  you  brave  the  Moor, 
The  chafed  boar,  the  mountain  lionefs, 
The  ocean  fwells  not  fo  as  Aaron  ftorms,—- 
But,  fay  again,  how  many  faw  the  child  ? 

Nur.  Cornelia  the  midwife,  and  myfelf, 
And  no  one  elfe,  but  the  delivered  emperefs. 

Aar.  The  emperefs,  the  midwife,  and  yourfelf  :— 
Two  m.ay  keep  counfel,  when  the  third's  away : 
Go  to  the  emperefs  ;  tell  her  this  I  faid  :— 

\^He  kills  her. 
Weke,  weke! — fo  cries  a  pig,  prepar'd  to  the  fpit. 

Den.  What  mean'ft  thou,  Aaron?  Wherefore  did'fl 

thou  this  ? 
Aar.  O  lord,  fir,  'tis  a  deed  of  policy  : 
Shall  fhe  live  to  betray  this  guilt  of  ours  ? 
A  long-tongu'd  babbling  goffip  ?  no,  lords,  no. 
And  now  be  it  known  to  you  my  fall  intent. 

Not 
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Not  fsr,  one  Muliteus  lives,  my  countryman. 

His  wife  but  yefternight  was  brought  to-bed ; 

His  child  is  like  to  her,  fair  as  you  are  : 

Go  pack  with  him,  and  give  the  mother  gold. 

And  tell  them  both  the  circumftance  of  all ; 

And  how  by  this  their  child  fhall  be  advanc'd. 

And  be  received  for  the  emperor's  heir, 

And  fubftituted  in  the  place  of  mine, 

To  calm  this  tempeft  whirling  ih  the  court ; 

And  let  the  emperor  dandle  him  for  his  own.  ? 

Hark  ye,  my  lords  ;  ye  fee  I  have  given  her  phyfic, 

\_Poi7tting  to  the  Nurfe, 
And  you  muft  needs  bellow  her  funeral ; 
The  fields  are  near,  and  you  are  gallant  grooms : 
This  done,  lee  that  you  take  no  longer  days, 
But  fend  the  midwife  prefently  to^ne. 
The  midwife,  and  the  nurfe,  well  made  away. 
Then  let  the  ladies  tattle  what  they  pleafe. 

Chi.  Aaron,  I  fee  thou  wilt  not  truft  the  air 
With  fecrets. 

Dem.  For  this  care  of  Tamora, 
Herfelf,  and  hers,  are  highly  bound  to  thee.  \_Exeunt. 

Aar    Now  to  the  Goths,  as  fwift  as  fwallov/  flies  ; 
There  to  difpofe  this  ^reafjre  in  my  arms, 
And  fecretly  to  greet  the  emperefs'  friends. — 
Come  on,  you  thick-lip'd  flave,  I  bear  you  hence  ; 
For  it  is  you  that  puts  us  to  our  fhifts : 
I'll  make  you  feed  on  berries,  and  on  roots. 
And  feed  on  curds  and  whey,  and  fjck  the  goat. 
And  cabin  in  a  cave  ;  and  bring  you  up 
To  be  a  warrior,  and  comm.and  a  camp.  \Exit, 

SCENE     HI.     A  Street  near  the  Palace. 

Enter  TiTus,  old  Marcus,  young  Lucius,  and  other 
Gentlemen  with  Bows  \  and  Til  us  bears  the  Arrows f 
with  Letters  on  the  Ends  of  them. 

Tit.  Come,  Marcus,  come  j — Kinfmen^    this   is  the 
way  : 

Sir 
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Sir  boy,  now  let  me  fee  your  archery  ; 

Look,  ye  draw  home  enough,  and  'tis  there  ftraight :  '. 

Terras  Ajirea  reliquit : — be  you  rcniember'd,  Marcus. — ' 

She's  gone,  fhe's  fled. — Sirs,  take  you  to  your  tools. 

You,  coufins,  fliall  go  found  the  ocean. 

And  calt  your  nets  ;  hapjy,  you  may  find  her  in  the  fea  ; 

Yet  tliere's  as  little  juftice  as  at  land: — 

No  ;  Publius  and  Sempronius,  you  muft  do  it; 

'Tis  you  mufl  dig,  with  mattock,  and  with  fpade, 

And  pierce  the  inmoft  centre  of  the  earth  ; 

Thfu,  when  yon  come  to  Pluto's  region, 

Ipray  you,  deliver  him  this  petition  : 

Tell  him,  it  is  for  juftice,  and  for  aid ; 

And  that  it  com.es  from  old  Andronicus, 

Shaken  with  forrovv's  in  ungrateiul  Rome. — 

x^h,  Rome  ! — Well,  well ;  I  made  thee  miferable. 

What  tim^e  I  threw  the  people's  fufrVages 

On  him  that  thus  doth  tyrannize  o'er  me.- — 

Go,  get  you  gone  ;  and  pray  be  careful  all. 

And  leave  you  not  a  man  of  war  unfearch'd  ; 

This  wicked  emperor  may  have  fhip'd  her  hence. 

And,  kinfmen,  then  we  may  go  pipe  for  juftice. 

Mar.  O,  Publius,  is  not  this  a  heavy  cafe. 
To  fee  thy  noble  uncle  thus  diftra6l  r 

PuL  Therefore,  my  lord,  it  highly  us  concerns. 
By  day  and  night  to  attend  him  carefully  ; 
And  feed  his  humour  kindly  as  we  may, 
'Till  tim.e  beget  fome  careful  remedy. 

Mar.  Kinfmen,  his  forrows  are  paft  remedy. 
Join  with  the  Goths;  and  with  revengeful  war 
Take  wreak  on  Rome  for  this  ingratitude, 
And  vengeance  on  the  traitor  Saturnine. 

7"//.  Publius,  how  now?  how  now,  my  mafters, 
What,  have  you  raetvvith  her? 

Pul/.  No,  my  good  lord  ;  but  Pluto  fends  you  word, 
If  you  will  have  revenge  from  hell,  you  fliall : 
Marry,  for  juftice,  {lie  is  fo  employ 'd. 
He  thinks,  with  Jove  in  heaven,  or  fomewhere  elfe, 
So  that  perforce  you  needs  muft  ftay  a  time. 

5"/'/.  He  doth  me  WTong,  to  feed  me  with  delays. 

I'll 
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ril  dive  into  the  burning  lake  below, 

And  pull  her  out  of  Acheron  by  the  heels. — 

Marcus,  we  are  but  fhrubs,  no  cedars  we  ; 

No  big-bon'd  men,  fram'd  of  the  Cyclops'  fize  ; 

But  metal,  Marcus,  iteei  to  the  very  back  ; 

Yet  wrung  with  wrongs,  more  than  our  backs  can  bear  :— 

And  fith  there  is  no  juitice  in  earth  nor  hell,. 

We  will  folicit  heaven  ;  and  move  the  gods. 

To  fend  down  juftice  for  to  wreak  our  wrongs  : 

Come,  to  this  gear.     You  are  a  good  archer,  Marcus. 

[He  gives  them  the  Arrows, 
Atl  jovem,  that's  for  you  : — Here,  ad  ApoUinem; — 
Ad  Marieniy  that's  for  myfelf ; — 
Here,  boy,  to  Pallas  : — Here  to  Mercury  : — 
To  Saturn,  and  to  Coelus  \  not  to  Saturnine, — • 
You  were  as  good  to  llioot  againft  the  wind. — 
To  it,  boy.     Marcus,  loofe  when  I  bid  : 
O'  my  word,  I  have  written  to  effe^i: ; 
There's  not  a  god  left  unfolicited. 

Mar.  Kinfmen,  fhoot  all  your  fhafts  into  the  court: 
We  will  affli6l  the  emperor  in  his  pride. 

Tit.  Now,  raafters,  draw  [They  Jhooti]  O,  well  faid, 
Lucius ! 
Good  boy,  in  Virgo's  lap,  give  it  to  Pallas. 

Mar.  My  lord,  I  am  a  mile  beyond  the  moon  ; 
Your  letter  is  with  Jupiter  by  this. 

Tit.  Ha  !  Publius,  Publius,  what  haft  thou  doner 
See,  fee,  thou  haft  ihot  olFone  of  Taurus'  horns. 

Mar.  This  v/as  the  fport,  my  lord  ;  when  Publius  fhot. 
The  bull,  being  gall'd,  gave  Aries  fuch  a  knock 
That  down  fell  both  the  ram's  horns  in  the  court ; 
And  who  ftiould  find  them  but  the  emperefs'  villain  ? 
She  laugh'd,  arid  told  the  Moor,  he  fliould  not  choofe 
But  give  them  to  his  mafter  for  a  prefcnt. 

Tit.  Why,  there  it  goes :  God  give  your  lordftiip  joy  I 

Enter  a  Clown y  with  a  Bajhet  and  tzvo  Pigeons. 

News,  news  from  heaven  !  Marcus,  the  poft  is  come. 
Sirrah,  what  tidings  ?  have  you  any  letters  : 
"Shall  I  have  juftice  ?  what  fays  Jupiter  ? 

Cku'n, 
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Clown.  Ho  !  the  gibbet-maker  ?  he  fays,  that  he  hattt 
taken  them  down  again,  for  the  man  muft  not  be  hang'd 
till  the  next  week. 

Tit.  Tut,  what  fays  Jupiter,  I  afk  thee  ? 
Clown,  Alas,  fir,  1  know  not  Jupiter ;  I  never  drank 
with  him  in  all  my  life. 

Tit.   Why,  villain,  art  not  thou  the  carrier  ? 
Clown,  Ay,  of  my  pigeons,  lir  ;  nothing  elfe. 
Tit,  Why,  didil  thou  not  come  from  heaven  ? 
Clown.  From  heaven  r  alas,  firj  I   never  came  there : 
God  forbid,  I  Ihoiild  be  fo  bold  to  prefs  to  heaven  in  my 
young  days.     Why,  I  am  going  with  my  pigeons  to  the 
tribunal  piebs,  to  take  up  a  matter  of  brawl  betwixt  my 
uncle  and  one  of  the  emperial's  men. 

Mar.  Why,  fir,  that  is  as  fit  as  can  be,  to  ferve  for 
your  oration  ;  and  let  him  deliver  the  pigeons  to  the  em- 
peror from  you. 

Tit,  Tell  me,  can  you  deliver  an  oration  to  the  empe- 
ror with  a  grace  ? 

Clown,  Nay,  truly,  fir,  I  could  never  fay  grace  in  all 
my  life. 

Tit.  Sirrah,  come  hither;  make  no  more  ado, 
Eut  give  your  pigeons  to  the  emperor : 
By  me  thou  fhalt  have  jufticc  at  his  hands. 
Hold,  hold  ; — mean  while,  here's  raoaey  for  thy  charges. 
Give  me  a  pen  and  ink. — 

Sirrah»  can  you  with  a  grace  deliver  a  fupplication  ? 
Clown.  Ay,  fir. 

Tit.  Then  here  is  a  fupplication  for  you.  And  when 
you  come  to  him,  at  the  firft  approach,  you  muft  kneel; 
then  kifs  his  foot :  then  deliver  up  your  pigeons  ;  and 
then  look  for  your  reward.  I'll  be  at  hand,  fir;  fee  you 
do  it  bravely, 

Cloiun.  I  warrant  you,  fir  ;  let  me  alone. 
Tit.  Sirrah,  haft  thou  a  knife  r  Come,  let  me  fee  it. 
Here,  Marcus,  fold  it  in  the  oration ; 
For  thou  haft  made  it  like  an  humble  fuppliant:— 
And  when  thou  haft  given  it  the  einperor. 
Knock  at  my  door,  and  tell  me  what  he  fays. 
Clown.  God  be  with  you,  fir ;  I  will. 
Tit.  Gome,  Marcus,  let  us  go :  Publius,  follow  me.  \_Ex. 

SCENE 
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SCENE     IV.     The  Palace, 

Enter  Empera?-  and  Emprefsj  and  her  two  Sons  ;  the  Empe- 
ror brings  the  Arrows  in  his  Handy  that  TiT\3S  foot. 

Sat.  Why,  lords,  what  wrongs  are  thefe  ?    Was  ever 
feen 
An  emperor  of  Rome  thus  over-borne, 
Troubled,  confronted  thus  ;  and,  for  the  extent 
Of  legal  juftice,  us'd  in  fucii  contempt  ? 
My  lords,  you  know,  as  do  the  mightful  gods, 
However  the  difturbers  of  our  peace 
Buzz  in  the  people's  ears,  there  nought  hath  paft. 
But  even  with  law,  againil:  the  wilful  fons 
Of  old  Andronicus.     And  what  an'  if 
His  forrows  have  fo  overwhelm'd  his  wits 
Shall  we  be  thus  affli<5led  in  his  wreaks. 
His  fits,  his  frenzy,  and  his  bitternefs  ? 
And  now  he  writes  to  heaven  for  his  redrefs : 
See,  here's  to  Jove,  and  this  to  Mercury  ; 
This  to  Apollo  ;  this  to  the  god  of  war: 
Sweet  fcrolls,  to  fly  about  the  {Ireets  of  Rome ! 
What's  this,  but  libelling  againft  the  fenate. 
And  blazoning  our  injufiice  every  where  I 
A  goodly  humour,  is  it  not,  my  lords? 
As  who  fhould.  fay,  in  Rome  no  juftice  were. 
But,  if  I  live,  his  feigned  ecftacies 
Shall  be  no  fhelter  to  thefe  outrages : 
But  he  and  his  fhall  know,  that  juftice  lives 
In  Saturninus'  health  ;  whom,  if  flie  lleep. 
He'll  fo  awake,  as  fhe  iafury  fhall 
Cut  off  the  proud'ft  confpirator  that  lives. 

Tarn,  My  gracious  lord,  moft  lovely  Saturnine^ 
Lord  of  my  life,  commander  of  my  thoughts, 
^  Calm  thee,  and  bear  the  faults  of  Titus'  age, 
The  efFeds  of  forrow  for  his  valiant  fons, 
Whofe  lofs  hath  pierc'd  him  deep,  and  fcar'd  his  heart  ♦ 
And  rather  comfort  his  diftrefted  plight. 
Than  profecute  the  meaneft,  or  the  beft. 
For  thefe  contempts.     Why,  thus  it  fhall  become  [AfiJe.. 
High-witted  Tamora  to  gloze  v/ith  all  : 

But, 
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But,  Titus,  I  have  touch'd  thee  to  the  quick; 
Thy  life -bleed  out :   if  Aarun  now  be  wife, 
Then  rs  all  fafe,  the  anchor's'  in  the  port. 


Enter  Chwn, 

Kow  now,  gocd-fellow  ?  wouldft  thou  fpeak  with  us  ? 

ClozvJi.  Yes,  forfooth,  an  your  milterfhip  b%  emperial. 

Tit.  Emperefs  I  am,  but  yonder  fits  the  emperor. 

Clown.  'Tis  he. — God  and  faint  Stephen,  give  you  good 
den : 
I  have  brought  you  a  ktter,  and  a  couple  of  pigeons  here, 

\T}?e  Emperor  reads  the  Letter, 

Sat.  Go,  take  him  avsray,  and  hang  him  prefently. 

Clown,  Hov\r  much  money  muft  I  have  r 

Tarn.  Come,  firrah,  you  muft  be  hang'd. 

Clown.  Hang'd!  By'r  lady,  then  I   have  brought  up  a 
neck  to  a  fair  end.  SJ^xlt^ 

Sat.  Defpightful  and  intolerable  v^^rongs  1 
^hall  I  endure  this  monftrous  villany  ? 
I  know  from  whence  this  fame  device  proceeds  : 
May  this  be  borne  r— as  if  his  traitercus  fons. 
That  dy'd  by  law  for  murder  of  our  brother, 
Have  by  my  means  been  butcher'd  wrongfully  ? 
Go,  drag  the  villain  hither  by  the  hair  ; 
Nor  age,  nor  honour,  fliall  ihape  privilege  : — 
For  this  proud  mock,  Til  be  thy  flaughter-man  ; 
^ly  frantic  wretch,  that  holp'll:  to  make  me  great. 
In  hope  thyfeif  ihould  govern  Rome  and  me. 

Enter  ^Smilius. 

Sat.  What  news  with  thee,  jSmilius? 

jEmiL  Arm,  arm,  my  lords :  Rome  never  had  more 
caufe  ! 
The  Goths  have  gather'd  head  ;  and  with  a  power 
Of  high-refolved  m^en,  bent  to  thefpoil, 
Thev  hither  march  amam,  under  conduct 
Of  Lucius,  fon  to  old  Andronicus  ; 
Who  threats,  in  courfe  of  his  revenge,  to  do 
As  much  as  ever  Coriolanus  did. 


Sat.  Is  warlike  Lucius  general  of  the  Goths  ? 


Thefe 
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Thefe  tidings  nip  me  ;  and  I  hang  the  head 

As  flowers  with  frcft,  or  grafs  beat  down  with  florms. 

Ay,  now  begin  our  forrows  to  approach  : 

'Tis  hey  the  common  people  love  fo  much  ; 

Myfelf  have  often  over-heard  them  fay 

(When  I  have  walked  like  a  private  man). 

That  Lucius'  banifhment  was  wrongfully. 

And  they  have  willi'd  that  Lucius  were  their  emperor. 

Tarn,    Why  fhould  you  fear  ?   is  not  our  city  ftrong? 

Sat.  Ay,  but  the  citizens  favour  Lucius ; 
And  will  revolt  from  me,  to  fuccour  him. 

Tam.  King,  be  thy  thoughts  imperious,  like  thy  name. 
Is  the  fun  dimm'd,  that  gnats  do  fly  in  it? 
The  eagle  fufl^ers  little  birds  to  fmg, 
And  is  not  careful  what  they  mean  thereby  ; 
Knowing,  that  w^ith  the  fhadow  of  his  wings> 
He  can  at  pleafure  fl:int  their  melody  : 
Even  fo  may 'ft  thou  the  giddy  men  of  Rome. 
Then  cheer  thy  fpirit :  for  know  thou,  emperor, 
I  will  enchant  the  old  Andronicus, 
With  words  more  fweet,  and  yet  more  dangerous. 
Than  baits  to  fifh,  or  honey-ftalks  to  fheep ; 
When  as  the  one  is  v^^ounded  with  the  bait. 
The  other  rotted  with  delicious  feed. 

Sat,  But  he  will  not  entreat  his  fon  for  us. 

Tayn.  If  Tamora  entreat  him,  then  he  wills 
For  I  can  fmooth,  and  All  his  aged  ear 
With  golden  promifes  ;  that  were  his  heart 
Almoft  impregnable,  his  old  ears  deaf, 
Yet  fhould  both  ear  and  heart  obey  my  tongue,— 
Go  thou  before,  be  our  ambaflador:  \Tq  jEmilius. 

Say,  that  the  emperor  requefts  a  parley 
Of  warlike  Lucius,  and  appoint  the  meeting. 

Sat,  i^mllius,  do  this  meflage  honourably : 
And  if  he  ftand  on  hoflage  for  his  fafety. 
Bid  him  demand  what  pledge  will  pleafe  him  beft. 

MmiL  Your  bidding  (liall  I  do  efFedlually.  \Exit, 

Ta?n.  Now  will  I  to  that  old  Andronicus  ; 
And  temper  him  with  all  the  art  I  have. 
To  pluck  proud  Lucius  from  the  warlike  Goths. 

E  And 
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And  now,  fvveet  emperor,  be  bllth  again, 
And  bury  all  thy  fear  in  my  devices. 

Sat,  Then  go  fuccefsfuUy,  and  plead  to  him.    E:ieunt, 


A  C  T      V. 

SCENE    I.    The  Camp,  at  a  f mall  Dijiance from  Romu 

Enter  Lucius  and  Goths t  with  Drum  and  Soldiers^ 

Lucius, 
Approved  warriors,  and  my  faithful  friends, 
I  have  received  letters  from  great  Rome, 
Which  fignify  what  hate  they  bear  their  emperor. 
And  how  defirous  of  our  fight  they  are. 
Therefore,  great  lords,  be,  as  your  titles  witnefs. 
Imperious,  and  impatient  of  your  wrongs  ; 
And,  wherein  Rome  hath  done  you  any  fcathe. 
Let  him  m.ake  treble  fatisfaftion. 

Goth.  Brave  flip,  fprung  from  the  great  Andronicus> 
Whofename  was  once  our  terror,  now  our  comfort  j 
Whofe  high  exploits,  and  honourable  deeds, 
Ingrateful  Rome  requites  with  foul  contempt, 
Be^'bold  in  us  :  we'll  follow  where  thou  lead'ft,—- 
Like  dinging  bees  in  hotteft  fummer's  day. 
Led  by  their  mafter  to  the  flower'd  fields, — 
And  be  aveng'd  on  curs'd  Tamora. 

0??m,  And,  as  he  faith,  fo  fay  we  all  with  him. 

Luc.  I  humbly  thank  him,  and  I  thank  you  alU 
But  who  comes  here,  led  by  a  lufly  Goth  I 

Enter  a  Goth,  leading  Aaron,  with  his  Child  in  his  Armh 

Goth.  Renowned  Lucius,  from  our  tjoops  I  ftray'd. 
To  gaze  upon  a  ruinous  monaftery  ; 
And  as  I  earneftly  did  fix  mine  eye 
Upon  the  wafted  building,  fuddenly 
i  heard  a  child  cry  underneath  a  wall : 
I  made  unto  tlie  noife  ;  when  foon  I  heard 
The  crying  babe  control'd  with  this  difcourfc  : 
Feace,  tawny  Jlave;  half  ms^  and  half  thy  dam  ! 
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t)id  riot  thy  hue  heiuray  whofe  brat  thou  art. 

Had  nature  lent  thee  but  thy  mother  s  kok, 

Villmny  thou  mighfji  have  been  an  emperor: 

But  where  the  bull  and  cow  are  both  milk-white, 

They  never  do  beget  a  coal-black  calfi 

Peace y  villain ^  peace! — ^even  thus  he  rates  the  babe,— ^ 

For  I  muji  bear  thee  to  a  trujiy  Goth  ; 

JVhoy  when  be  knows  thou  art  the  emperejs  babe. 

Will  hold  thee  dearly  for  thy  mother  s  Jake. 

With  this,  my  weapon  drawn,  I  rulh'd  upon  him, 

Surpris'd  him  fuddenly,  and  brought  him  hither. 

To  ufe  as  you  think  needful  of  the  man. 

Luc,  O  worthy  Goth!  this  is  the  incarnate  devil^ 
That  robb'd  Andronicus  of  his  good  hand  : 
This  is  the  pearl  that  pleas 'd  your  emperefs'  eye  ; 
And  here's  the  bafe  fruit  of  his  burning  luft. — 
Say,  wall-ey'd  flave,  whither  would'ft  thou  convey 
This  growing  image  of  thy  fiend-like  face  ? 
Why  doft  not  fpeak  r  What !  deaf?  No  !  not  a  word  I 
A  halter,  foldiers  ;  hang  him  on  this  tree. 
And  by  his  fide  his  fruit  of  baftardy, 

Aar,  Touch  not  the  boy,  he  is  of  royal  blood» 

Luc.  Too  like  the  fire  jfor  ever  being  good.— 
Firft  hang  the  child,  that  he  may  fee  it  fprawl  \ 
A  fight  to  vex  the  father's  foul  withaL 
Get  me  a  ladder. 

Aar.  Lucius,  fave  the  child  ; 
And  bear  it  from  me  to  the  emperefs. 
If  thou  do  this,  I'll  (how  thee  wondrous  things, 
That  highly  may  advantage  thee  to  hear  : 
If  thou  v/ilt  not)  befal  what  may  befal, 
I'll  fpeak  no  more :  But  vengeance  rot  you  all ! 

Luc.  Say  on  ;  and  if  it  pleafe  me  which  thou  fpeak'll. 
Thy  child  fhall  live,  and  I  will  fee  it  nourifh'd. 

Aar.  An'  if  it  pleafe  thee  r  why,  affufe  thee,  Lucius, 
'Twill  vex  thy  foul  to  hear  what  I  Ihall  fpeak  ; 
For  I  mud  talk  of  murders,  rapes,  and  maiTacres, 
A<fts  of  black  night,  abominable  deeds, 
Complots  of  mifchief,  treafon  ;  villanies 
Ruthful  to  hear,  yet  piteouily  performed  : 

E  2  And 
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And  this  (hall  all  be  buried  by  my  death, 
Unlefs  thou  fwear  to  me,  my  child  fhall  live. 

Luc,  Tell  on  thy  mind  ;  I  fay,  thy  child  Ihall  IlvCr 
Aar.  Swear  that  he  {hall,  and  then  I  will  begin. 
Luc.  Who  fhould  I  fwear  by  ?  thou  believ'ft  no  god  ; 
That  granted,  how  can'Il:  thou  believe  an  oath? 

Aar.  What  if  I  do  not  ?  as,  indeed,  I  do  not : 
Yet, — for  I  know  thou  art  religious, 
And  haft  a  thing  within  thee,  called  confcience  ; 
With  twenty  popifh  tricks  and  ceremonies, 
Which  I  have  feen  thee  careful  to  obferve, — 
Therefore  I  urge  thy  oath  ;— For  that,  I  know. 
An  ideot  holds  his  bauble  for  a  god, 
And  keeps  the  oath,  which  by  that  god  he  fwears  ; 
To  that  I'll  urge  him  : — Therefore,  thou  Ihalt  vow 
By  that  fame  god,  what  god  foe'er  it  be. 

That  thou  ador'ft  and  hail  in  reverence, 

To  fave  my  boy,  nourifh,  and  bring  him  up  \ 
Or  elfe  I  will  difcover  nought  to  thee. 

Luc,  Even  by  my  God,  I  fwear  to  thee  I  will. 
Aar.  Firft,  know  thou,  I  begot  him  on  the  emperefs, 
Luc.  O  moft  infatiate,  luxurious  woman! 
Aar.  Tut,  Lucius!  this  was  but  a  deed  of  charity. 
To  that  v/hich  thou  fhalt  hear  of  me  anon. 
'Twas  her  two  fons  that  murder'd  Baflianus  : 
They  cut  thy  fifter's  tongue,  and  ravi(h'd  her, 
And  cut  her  hands  off,  and  trimm'd  her  as  thou  faw'ft. 
Luc.  O,  deteftable  villain  !  calFft  thou  that  trimming  } 
Aar,  Whv,  fhe  was  wafli'd,  and  cut,  and  trimm'd  j  and 
'twas 
Trim  fport  for  them  that  had  the  doing  of  it. 
Luc.  O,  barbarous,  beaftly  villains,  like  thyfelf ! 
Aar.  Indeed,  I  was  the  tutor  to  inftru6t  them  ; 
That  codding  fpirit  had  they  from  their  mother. 
As  fure  a  card  as  ever  won  the  fet ; 
That, bloody  mind,  I  think,  they  learn'd  of  me. 
As  true  a  dog  as  ever  fought  at  head. — 
Well,  let  my  deeds  be  witnefs  of  my  worth, 
I  train'd  thy  brethren  to  that  guileful  holCf 
Where  the  dead  corpfe  of  Balfianus  lay  : 

I  wrote 
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I  wrote  the  letter  that  thy  father  found. 
And  hid  the  gold  within  the  letter  mention'd, 
Confederate  with  the  queen,  and  her  two  fons  : 
And,  what  not  done,  that  thou  hall:  caufe  to  rue. 
Wherein  I  had  no  ftroke  of  mifchief  in  it  ? 
I  play'd  the  cheater  for  thy  father's  hand  ; 
And,  when  I  had  it,  drew  myfelf  apart, 
And  almoft  broke  my  heart  with  extreme  laughter. 
I  pry'd  me  through  the  crevice  of  a  wall, 
When,  for  his  hand,  he  had  his  two  fons'  heads  ; 
Beheld  his  tears,  and  laugh 'd  fo  heartily. 
That  both  mine  eyes  were  rainy  like  to  his : 
And  when  I  told  the  emperefs  of  this  fport, 
She  fwooned  almoft  at  my  pleaCng  tale, 
And,  for  my  tidings,  gave  me  twenty  kifles. 

Goth.  What !  canft  thou  fay  all  this,  and  never  blulh  ? 

Aar.  Ay,  like  a  black  dog,  as  the  faying  is. 

Luc.  Art  thou  not  forry  for  thefe  heinous  deeds  ? 

Aar,   Ay,  that  I  had  not  done  a  thoufand  more. 
Even  now  I  curfe  the  day  (and  yet,  I  think, 
Few  come  within  the  compafs  of  my  curfe). 
Wherein  I  did  not  fome  notorious  ill : 
As  kill  a  nian,  or  elfe  devife  his  death  ; 
Ravifh  a  maid,  or  plot  the  way  to  do  it ;  * 

Accufe  fome  innocent,  and  forfwear  myfelf: 
Set  deadly  enmity  between  two  friends  ; 
Make  poor  men's  cattle  break  th^ir  necks  ; 
Set  fire  on  barns  and  hay-ftacks  in  the  night. 
And  bid  the  owners  quench  them  with  their  tears. 
Oft  have  I  digg'd  up  dead  men  from  their  graves^. 
And  fet  them  upright  at  their  dear  friends'  doors. 
Even  when  the  forrow  almoft  was  forgot ; 
And  on  their  ikins,  as  on  the  bark  of  trees, 
Have  with  my  knife  carved  in  Roman  letters. 
Let  not  your  forrow  die,  though  I  am  dead. 
Tut,  I  have  done  a  thoufand  dreadful  things. 
As  willingly  as  one  would  kill  a  fly  ; 
And  nothing  grieves  me  heartily  indeed, 
iPpt  that  I  cannot  do  ten  thoufand  more. 
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Luc.  Bring  down  the  devil ;  for  he  mull  not  di« 
So  fweet  a  death  as  hanging  prefently. 

Jar.  If  there  be  devils,  'would  I  were  a  devil. 
To  live  and  burn  in  everlafting  fire  ; 
So  I  might  have  your  company  in  hell, 
But  to  torment  you  with  my  bitter  tongue  ? 

Luc.  Sirs,  Hop  his  mouth,  and  let  him  fpeak  namore. 

Enter  ^milius. 

Goth.  My  lord,  there  is  a  mefTenger  from  Rome, 
Defir^s  to  be  admitted  to  your  prefence. 

Luc.  Let  him  come  near. 
Welcome,  iEmilius,  what's  the  news  from  Rome? 

MmlL  Lord  Lucius,  and  you  princes  of  the  Goths, 
The  Roman  emperor  greets  you  all  by  me  : 
And,  for  he  underllands  you  are  in  arms, 
He  craves  a  parley  at  your  father's  houfe; 
Willing  you  to  demand  your  hoftages, 
And  they  iTiail  be  im.mediately  deliver 'd, 

Goth.  What  fays  our  general? 

Luc.  jEmilius,  let  the  emperor  give  his  pledges 
Unto  my  father  and  my  uncle  Marcus, 
And  we  will  come.     March  away,  \_Ex;eunt^ 


SCENE     in.     Titus's  Palace  in  Rome, 
Enter  Tamora,  Chiron,  and  Demetrius,  difguifed^ 

Tarn.  Thus,  in  this  firange  and  fad  habiliment, 
I  will  encounter  with  Ar.dronicus  ; 
And  fay,  I  am  Revenge,  fer.t  from  below. 
To  join  with  him,  and  right  his  heinous  wrongs. 
Knock  at  his  Itudy,  where,  ihey  fay,  he  keeps. 
To  ruminate  ftrange  plois  of  dire  revenge  ; 
Tell  him.  Revenge  is  come  to  join  with  him, 
And  work  confufion  on  his  enemies. 

[They  knacky  and  TiTUS  opens  his  Study  Door% 

Tit,  Who  doth  moleft  my  contemplation  \ 
Js  it  your  trick  to  make  me  ope  the  door  j 

That 
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That  fo  my  fad  decrees  may  fly  away. 
And  all  my  ftudy  be  to  no  effect  ? 
You  are  deceiv'd  :  for  what  I  mean  to  do, 
See  here  in  bloody  lines  I  have  fet  down  ; 
And  what  is  written  fhall  be  executed. 

Tom.  Titus,  I  am  come  to  talk  with  thee. 

Tit.  No  ;  not  a  word  :  How  can  I  grace  my  talk. 
Wanting  a  hand  to  give  it  that  accord  r 
Thou  haft  the  odds  of  me,  therefore  no  more. 

Tam,  If  thou  did'ft  know  me,  thou  would'ft  talk  with, 
me. 

57/.   I  am  not  mad  ;  I  know  thee  well  enough  : 
Witnefs  this  wretched  ftump,  thefe  crimfon  lines; 
Witnefs  thefe  trenches,  made  by  grief  and  care  \ 
Witnefs  the  tiring  day,  and  heavy  night ; 
Witnefs  all  forrow,  that  I  know  thee  well 
For  our  proud  emperefs,  mighty  Tamora  : 
Is  not  thy  coming  for  my  other  hand  r 

Tam.   Know  thou,  fad  man,  I  am  not  Tamora  :       _ 
She  is  thy  enemy,  and  I  thy  friend : 
I  am  Revenge  ;  fent  from  the  infernal  kingdom. 
To  eafethe  gnawing  vulture  of  thy  mind. 
By  working  wreakful  vengeance  on  thy  foes. 
Come  down,  and  welcome  me  to  this  world's  light ; 
Confer  with  me  of  murder  and  of  death  : 
There's  not  a  hollow  cave,  nor  lurking- place, 
No  vaft  obfcurity,  or  mifty  vale, 
Where  bloody  murder,  or  detefted  rape. 
Can  couch  for  fear,  but  I  will  find  them  out ; 
And  in  their  ears  tell  them  my  dreadful,  name. 
Revenge,  which  makes  the  foul  offenders  quake. 

Tit.  Art  thou  Revenge  ?  and  art  thou  fent  to  me. 
To  be  a  torment  to  mine  enemies  ? 

Tam.  I  am  ;  therefore  com. e  down,  and  welcome  me. 

Tit.  Do  me  fomefervice,  ere  I  come  to  thee. 
Lo,  by  thy  fide  where  Rape  and  Murder  ftands  \ 
Now  give  fome  'furance  that  thou  art  Revenge, 
Stab  them,  or  tear  them  on  thy  chariot  wheels  j 
And  then  I'll  come,  and  be  thy  waggoner. 
And  v/hirl  along  with  thee  about  the  globes. 

Provide 


64.  TITUS    ANDRONICUS. 

Provide  two  proper  palfries,  black  as  jet. 
To  hale  thy  vengeful  waggon  fwift  away, 
And  find  out  murderers  in  their  guilty  caves  ; 
And,  when  thy  car  is  loaden  with  their  heads, 
I  will  difmount,  and  by  the  waggon  wheel, 
Trot,  like  a  fcrvile  footman,  all  day  long ; 
Even  from  Hyperion's  rifing  in  the  eait. 
Until  his  very  downfal  in  the  fea. 
And  day  by  day  I'll  do  this  heavy  talk, 
So  thou  dellroy  Rapine  and  Murder  there. 

Tdm.  Thefe  are  my  minifters,  and  come  with  me. 

Tit.   A.re  they  thy  minifters?  what  are  they  call'd? 

Ta?n,  Rapine  and  Murder  :  therefore  called  fo, 
'Caufe  they  take  vengeance  on  fuch  kind  of  men. 

Tit.  Good  lord,  how  like  the  empercfs'  fons  they  are! 
And  you,  the  emperefs !  But  we,  worldly  men. 
Have  miferabie,  mad,  mJftaking  eyes. 

0  fweet  Revenge,  now  do  I  come  to  thee  ; 

And  if  one  arm's  embracement  will  content  thee, 

1  will  embrace  thee  in  it  by  and  by. 

I  £xit  YiTVS  from  above ^ 
Tarn.  This  clofmg  with  him  fits  his  lunacy : 
Whate'er  I  forge,  to  feed  his  brain-fick  fits. 
Do  you  uphold  and  maintain  in  your  fpeeches. 
For  now  he  firmly  takes  me  for  Revenge  ; 
And,  being  credulous  in  his  mad  thought, 
I'll  make  him  fend  for  Lucius  his  fon  ; 
And  whilft  I  at  a  banquet  hold  him  fure, 
I'll  find  fome  cunning  pradice  out  of  hand, 
To  fcatter  and  difperfe  the  giddy  Goths, 
Or,  at  the  leaft,  make  them  his  enemies. 
See,  here  he  comes,  and  I  muft  ply  my  theme, 

Erjter  Titus, 

Tit.  Long  have  I  been  forlorn,  and  all  fox  thee  5 
Welcome,  dread  fury,  to  my  woeful  houfe  ;, — 
Rapine,  and  Murder,  you  are  welcome  too  : — 
How  like  the  emperefs  and  her  fons  you  are ! 
Well  are  you  fitted,  had  you  but  a  Moor  : — - 
Could  not  all  hell  afford  you  fuch  a  devil  ?— • 

For, 
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For,  well  I  v/ot,  the  emperefs  never  wags, 
JBut  In  her  company  there  is  a  Moor  ; 
And,  would  you  reprefent  our  queen  aright, 
It  were  convenient  you  had  fiich  a  devil : 
But  welcome,  as  you  are.     What  fhall  we  do  ? 

T'am.   What  would'ft  thou  have  us  do,  Andronlcus? 

Dem.  Shew  me  a  murderer,  I'll  deal  with  him. 

Ch'i.  Shew  me  a  villain,  that  hath  done  a  rape. 
And  I  am  fent  to  be  reveng'd  on  him. 

Tmn,  Shew  me  a  thoufand,  that  have  done  thee  wrong,  ' 
And  I  will  be  revenged  on  them  all. 

Tit,  Leok  round  about  the  wicked  ftreets  of  Rome ; 
And  when  thou  find'ft  a  man  that's  like  thyfelf, 
<jood  Murder,  ftab  him  \  he's  a  murderer. — 
Go  thou  with  him  ;  and,  when  it  is  thy  hap. 
To  find  another  that  is  like  to  thee. 
Good  Rapine,  ftab  him  :  he  is  a  ravifher.- — 
Go  thou  with  them  ;  and  in  the  emperor's  court 
There  is  a  queen,  attended  by  a  Moor  ; 
Well  may 'ft  thou  know  her  by  thy  own  proportion. 
For  up  and  down  fhe  doth  refemble  thee ; 
I  pray  thee,  do  on  them  fome  violent  death, 
They  have  been  violent  to  me  and  mine. 

Tarn.  Well  haft  thou  leftbn'd  us  ;  this  iliall  we  do. 
But  would  it  pleafe  thee,  good  Andronicus, 
To  fend  for  Lucius,  thy  thrice  valiant  fon, 
Who  leads  towards  Rome  a  band  of  warlike  Goths, 
And  bid  him  come  and  banquet  at  thy  houfe : 
When  he  is  here,  even  at  thy  folemn  feaft, 
I  will  bring  in  the  emperefs  and  her  fons, 
The  emperor  himfelf,  and  all  thy  foes  ; 
And  at  thy  mercy  Ihall  they  ftoop  and  kneel. 
And  on  them  ihalt  thou  eafe  thy  angry  heart. 
What  fays  Andronicus  to  this  device  ? 

%it,  Marcus,  my  brother ! — 'Tis  fad  Titus  calls. 

^«/fr  Marcus. 

Go,  gentle  Marcus,  to  thy  nephew  Lucius  ; 
Thou  fhalt  enquire  him  out  among  the  Goths: 
8i4  hini  repair  to  me,  and  bring  v/ith  hini 

Some 
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Some  of  the  chicfefl  princes  of  the  Goths  ; 
Bid  him  encamp  his  foUriers  where  they  are  : 
Teli  him,  the  emperor,  and  the  emperefs  too. 
Fart  at  my  houfe  ;  and  he  Ihall  feail  with  them. 
This  do  thou  for  my  love  ;  and  fo  let  him. 
As  he  regards  his  aged  father's  life. 

Mar.  This  will  I  do,  and  foon  return  again.       \_Extt* 

1am,  Now  will  I  hence  about  thy  bufmefs, 
And  take  my  minifters  along  with  me. 

2^/7.  Nay,  nay,  let  Rape  and  Murder  ftay  with  mff  ; 
Or  elfe  I'll  call  my  brother  back  again. 
And  cleave  to  no  revenge  but  Lucius. 

Tiz;?i.  [/^  her  SQns,~\  What  fay  you,  boys  ?    will  you 
abide  "with  him. 
Whiles  I  go  tell  my  lord  the  emperor. 
How  I  have  govern'd  our  determin'd  jefl:  ? 
Yield  to  his  humour,  fmcoth  and  fpeak  him  fair. 
And  tarry  with  him  'till  I  come  again. 

Tit.  I  know  them  all,  though  they  fuppofe  mc  mad ; 
And  will  o'er-reach  them  in  their  own  devices, 
A  pair  of  cur  fed  hell-hounds,  and  their  dam.  [^Aftde, 

Detn.  Madam,  depart  at  pleafure,  leave  us  here. 

*Tam.  Farewell,  Andronicus  ;  Revenge  now  goes 
To  lay  a  complot  to  betray  thy  foes.  \_Exit  Tam. 

Tit.  I  know  thou  doft  ;  and,  fweet  Revenge,  farewell. 

Chi.  Tell  us,  old  man,  how  (hall  we  be  employ'd? 

Tit.  ,Tut,  I  have  work  enough  for  you  to  do. — 
Publius,  come  hither,  Caius,  and  Valentine! 

Enter  Publius,  and  Servants, 

Till,  What  is  your  will  r 

Tit.   Know  you  thefe  two? 

Puh,  The  emperefs'  fons 
I  take  them,  Chiron  and  Demetrius, 

Tit,  Fye,  P.ublius,  fye  !  thou  art  too  much  deceived  \ 
The  one  is  Murder,  Rape  is  the  other's  name; 
And  therefore  bind  them,  gentle  Publius  ; 
Caius,  and  Valentine,  lay  hands  on  them  : 
Oft  have  you  heard  me  \^:^ih  for  fuch  an  hour. 
And  n&w  I  find  it :  therefore  bind  them  fure  ; 

Anei 
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And  flop  their  mouths,  if  they  begin  to  cry. 

[Ex:^  TlTU5. 
Chi,  Villains,  forbear  ;  we  are  the  emperefs'  fons, 
PuL  And  therefore  do  we  what  we  are  commanded. — > 
Stop  clofe  their  mouths,  let  them  not  fpeak  a  word  : 
Is  he  fure  bound?  look,  that  you  bind  them  falL 

Re-enUrTiTVS  Andronicus  wifh  a  Knife,  and  Lavi- 
NiA  with  a  Bajon, 

Tit.  Come,  come,  Lavinia;look  thy  foes  are  bound  :— 
Sirs,  ftop  their  mouths,  let  them  not  fpeak  to  m.e  ; 
But  let  them  hear  what  fearful  words  I  utter. — 
O  villains^  Chiron  and  Demetrius! 

Here  ffands  the  fpring  whom  you  have  ftain'd  with  mud^ 
This  goodly  fummer  with  your  winter  mix'd. 
You  kill'd  her  hufband;  and,  for  that  vile  fault, 
Two  of  her  brothers  were  condemn'd  to  death: 
My  hand  cut  off,  and  made  a  merry  jeft  : 
Both  her  fweet  hands,  her  tongue,  and  that,  more  dear 
Than  hands  or  tongue,  her  fpotlefs  chaftity, 
Inhuman  traitors,  you  conftrain'd  and  forced, 
What  would  you  fay,  if  I  fhould  let  you  fpeak? 
Villains,  for  Ihame  you  could  not  beg  for  grace. 
Hark,  wretches,  how  1  mean  to  martyr  you. 
This  one  hand  yet  is  left  to  cut  your  throats  ; 
W^hilft  that  Lavinia  'twixt  her  flumps  doth  hold 
The  bafon,  that  receives  your  guilty  blood. 
You  know,  your  mother  means  to  feafl  with  me. 
And  calls  herfelf  Revenge,  and  thinks  me  mad — - 
Hark,  villains,  I  will  grind  your  bones  to  dufl, 
And  with  your  blood  and  it  I'll  make  a  pafte  ; 
And  of  the  pafle  a  coflin  will  I  rear. 
And  make  two  paflies  of  your  fliameful  heads ; 
And  bid  that  ftrumpet,  your  unhallow'd  dam. 
Like  to  the  earth,  fwallow  her  own  increafe. 
This  is  the  feafl  that  I  have  bid  her  to, 
And  this  the  banquet  fhe  fhall  furfeit  on  ; 
For  worfe  than  Philomel  you  us'd  my  daughter. 
And  worfe  than  Progne  I  will  be  reveng'd  : 
And  HOW  prepare  your  throats. — Lavinia,  come,     "^ 

Receive 
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Receive  the  blood  :  and,  when  that  they  are  dead. 

Let  me  ^o  grind  their  bones  to  powder  fmall. 

And  with  this  hateful  liquor  temper  it ; 

And  in  that  pafte  let  their  vile  heads  be  bak'd. 

Come,  come,  be  every  one  officious 

To  make  this  banquet ;  which  I  wifh  might  prove 

More  ftern  and  bloody  than  the  Centaur's  feafl. 

[//^  cuts  their  throats. 
So,  now  bring  them  in,  for  I  will  play  the  cook, 
And  fee  them  ready  'gainft  their  mother  comes.    \_Exeunt^ 


SCENE    III. 

Enter  J^vcwjs,  Marcus,  and  Goths,  zi;//^  Aaron 

Prijoner, 

Luc.  Uncle  Marcus,  fince  it  is  my  father's  mind. 
That  I  repair  to  Rome,  I  am  content. 

Goth,  And  ours  with  thine,  befal  what  fortune  will. 

Luc.  Good  uncle,  take  you  in  this  barbarous  Moor, 
This  ravenous  tiger,  this  accurfcd  devil ; 
Let  him  receive  no  fuftenance,  fetter  him, 
*Till  he  be  brought  unto  the  emperor's  face, 
For  teftimony  of  thefe  foul  proceedings: 
And  fee  the  ambufh  of  our  friends  be  ftrong; 
I  fear  the  emperor  means  no  good  to  us. 

Aar.  Some  devil  whifper  curfes  in  mine  ear. 
And  prompt  me,  that  my  tongue  may  utter  forth 
The  venomous  malice  of  my  fwellmg  heart ! 

Luc,  Away,  inhuman  dog !  unhallow'd  flave ! — 

\Exeunt  Goths,  with  Aaron. 
Sirs,  help  our  uncle  to  convey  him  in. —  [^Flourijh, 

The  truiiipets  Ihew  the  emperor  is  at  hand. 

Sound  Trumpets.      Enter   Saturninus  and  Tamora, 
with  Tribunes  and  others. 

Sat.  What,  hath  the  firmament  more  funs  than  one  ? 
Luc.  What  boots  it  thee  to  call  thyfelf  a  fun  ? 
Mar.  Rome's  emperor,  and  nephew,  break  the  parle  ; 
Thefe  quarrels  muft  be  quietly  debated. 

The 


TITUS    ANDRONICUS.  6^ 

The  feaft  is  ready,  which  the  careful  Titus 
Hath  ordained  to  an  honourable  end, 
For  peace,  for  love,  for  league,  and  good  to  Rome  : 
Pleafe  you,  therefore,  draw  nigh,  and  take  your  places. 
Sat,  Marcus,  we  will.  [Hautboys^ 

A  Table  brought  in.  Enter  TiTUS,  lih  a  Cosk^  placing 
the  Meat  on  the  Table ^  and  La  v  IN  I  A,  wkh  a  Veil  over 
her  Face. 

Tit,  Welcome,   my  gracious  lord;    welcome,  dread 
queen ; 
Welcome,  ye  warlike  Goths ;  welcome,  Lucius ; 
And  welcome,  all :  although  the  cheer  be  poor, 
'Twill  fill  your  (tomachs  ;  pleafe  you  eat  of  it. 

Sat.  Why  art  thou  thus  attir'd,  Andronicus  ? 

Tit,  Becaufe  I  would  be  fure  to  have  all  well. 
To  entertain  your  highnefs  and  your  emperefs. 

Tarn.  We  are   beholden   to   you,   good   Andronicus^ 

Tit.  An'  if  your  highnefs  knew  my  heart,  you  were. 
My  lord  the  emperor,  refolve  me  this  ; 
Was  it  well  done  of  rafh  Virginius, 
To  flay  his  daughter  with  his  own  right  hand, 
Becaufe  fhe  was  enforc'd,  ftain'dand  deflower'd  I 

Sat.  It  was,  Andronicus. 

Tit.  Your  reafon,  mighty  lord  ? 

Sat,  Becaufe  the  girl  Ihould  not  furvive  her  fhame. 
And  by  her  prefence  ftill  renew  his  forrows. 

Tit.  A  reafon  mighty,  ftrong,  and  effedual ; 
A  pattern,  p  ^cedent,  and  lively  warrant. 
For  me,  molt  wretched,  to  perform  the  like  : — ■ 
Die,  die,  Lavinia,  and  thy  fhame  with  thee; 
And,  with  thy  fhame,  thy  father's  forrow  die  ! 

\He  hills  her. 

Sat.  What  haft  thou  done,  unnatural,  and  unkind  ? 

Tit.  Kill'd  her,  for  whom  my  tears   have  m.ade  me 
blind. 
I  am  as  woeful  as  Virginius  was  : 
And  have  a  thoufand  times  more  caufe  than  he 
To  do  this  outrage  ; — and  it  is  now  done. 

Sat,  What,  was  fhe  ravifhed  ?  teU,  who  did  the  deed. 

Tit, 
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Tit,  Wiirt  pleafe  you  eat  ?  will't  pleafc  your  highnefs 
feed  ? 

Tarn.  Why  haft  thou  flain  thine  only  daughter  thus  ^ 

TiV.  Not  I  ;  'twas  Chiron  and  Demetrius : 
They  ravifh'd  her,  and  cut  away  her  tongue. 
And  they,  'twas  they,  that  did  her  all  this  wrong* 

Sat.  Go,  fetch  them  hither  to  us  prefently* 

Til.  Why,  there  they  are  both,  baked  in  that  pye  ; 
V/hereof  their  mother  daintily  hath  fed. 
Eating  the  flefh  that  fhe  herfelf  hath  bred. 
'Tis  true,  'tis  true  j  witnefs  my  knife's  fharp  point. 

[^Hejiabs  Tamora* 

Sat.  Die,  frantic  wretch,  for  this  accurfed  deed. 

\HeJiahs  TiTUS* 

Luc.  Can  the  fon's  eye  behold  his  father  bleed  r 
There's  meed  for  meed,  death  for  a  deadly  deed. 

[Luciusy?^^^  Saturninus* 

Mar.  You  fad  fac'd  men,  people  and  fons  of  Rome, 
By  uproar  fever'd,  like  a  flight  of  fowl 
Scatter'd  by  winds  and  high  tempeftuous  gufts, 
O,  let  me  teach  you  hov/  to  knit  again 
This  fcatter'd  corn  into  one  mutual  fheaf, 
Thefe  broken  limbs  again  into  one  body. 

Goth.   Let  Rome  herfelf  be  bane  unto  herfelf  | 
And  fhe,  v/hom  mighty  kingdoms  curtfy  to, 
Like  a  forlorn  and  defperate  caft-away. 
Do  fhameful  execution  on  herfelf. 

Mar.  But  if  my  frofty  figns  and  chaps  of  age. 
Grave  witneffes  of  true  experience. 
Cannot  induce  you  to  aUend  my  words,— 
Speak,  Rome's  dear  friend^  as  erft  our  anceftor, 

\To  Luciusn 
When  with  his  folemn  tongue  he  did  difcourfe. 
To  love-fick  Dido's  fad  attending  ear. 
The  ftory  of  that  baleful  burning  night. 
When  fubtle  Greeks  furpriz'd  king  Priam's  Troy  ; 
Tell  us,  what  Sincn  hath  bewitch'd  our  ears. 
Or  who  hath  brought  the  fatal  engine  in. 
That  gives  our  Troy,  our  Rom.e,  the  civil  wound,-— 
My  heart  is  not  compad  of  flint,  nor  Heel  \ 

Nor 
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Nor  can  I  utter  all  our  bitter  grief, 

But  floods  of  tears  will  drown  my  oratory, 

And  break  my  very  utterance  ;  even  in  the  time 

When  it  fliouid  move  you  to  attend  me  moft. 

Lending  your  kind  commiferation  : 

Here  is  a  captain,  let  him  tell  the  tale  ; 

Your  hearts  will  throb  and  weep  to  hear  him  fpeak. 

Luc.  Then,  noble  auditory,  be  it  known  to  you. 
That  curfed  Chiron  and  Demetrius 
Were  they  that  murdered  our  emperor's  brother  ; 
And  they  it  was,  that  ravifhed  our  filter  : 
For  their  fell  faults  our  brothers  were  beheaded ; 
Our  father's  tears  defpis'd  ;  and  bafely  cozen'd 
Of  that  true  hand,  that  fought  Rome's  quarrel  out. 
And  fent  her  enemies  unto  the  grave. 
Laftly,  my felf  unkindly  banifhed. 
The  gates  fhut  on  me,  and  turn'd  weeping  out. 
To  beg  relief  among  Rome's  enemies  ; 
Who  drown'd  their  enmity  in  my  true  tears, 
And  op'd  their  arms  t'  embrace  me  as  a  friend  : 
And  I  am  the  turn'd-forth,  be  it  known  to  you. 
That  have  preferv'd  her  welfare  in  my  blood  ; 
And  from  her  bofom  took  the  enemy's  point. 
Sheathing  the  Heel  in  my  advent'rous  body. 
Alas !  you  know,  I  am  no  vaunter,  I ; 
My  fears  can  witnefs,  dumb  although  they  arc. 
That  my  report  is  juft,  and  full  of  truth. 
But,  foft  methinks,  I  do  digrefs  too  much. 
Citing  my  worthlefs  praife  :  O,  pardon  me  : 
For  when  no  friends  are  by,  men  praife  themfelves. 

Mar.  Now  is  my  turn  to  fpeak  ;  behold  this  child;, 
Of  this  was  Tamora  delivered  ; 
The  iiTue  of  an  irreligious  Moor, 
Chief  architect  and  plotter  of  thefe  woes  ; 
The  villain  is  alive  in  Titus'  houfe. 
And  as  he  is,  to  witnefs  this  is  true. 
Now  judge  what  caufe  had  Titus  to  revenge 
Thefe  wrongs,  unfpeakable,  paft  patience. 
Or  more  tlian  any  living  man  could  bear. 
Now  you  have  heard  the  truth,  what  fay  you,  Romans  ? 

Have 
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Have  we  done  aught  amifs  ?  Shew  us  wherein^ 
And,  from  the  place  where  you  behold  us  now^ 
The  poor  remainder  of  Andronici 
Will,  hand  in  hand,  all  headlong  cafl:  us  down* 
And  on  the  ragged  (tones  beat  forth  our  brains. 
And  make  a  mutual  clofure  of  our  houfe. 
Speak,  Romans,  fpeak  :  and,  if  you  fay  we  fliall, 
Lo,  hand  in  hand,  Lucius  and  I  will  fall. 

y£////7.  Come,  come,  thou  reverend  man  of  Rome^ 
And  bring  our  emperor  gently  in  thy  hand 
Lucius  our  emperor  :  for,  well  I  know,  . 
The  common  voice  do  cry,  it  fhall  be  fo. 

Mar.   Lucius,  all  hail,  Rome's  royal  emperor! 
Go,  go  mto  old  Titus'  forrowful  houfe  ; 
And  hither  hale  that  mifbelieving  Moor, 
To  beadjudg'd  fome  direful  flaughtering  death. 
As  punifliment  for  his  moft  wicked  life. 
Lucius,  all  hail,  Rome's  gracious  governor! 

Luc.  Thanks,  gentle  Romans  !  May  I  govern  fo. 
To  heal  Rome's  harms,  and  wipe  away  her  woe! 
But,  gentle  people,  give  me  aim  a  while, — ^ 
For  Nature  puts  me  to  a  heavy  talk  ; — 
Stand  all  aloof; — but,  uncle,  draw  you  near. 
To  Ihed  obfequious  tears  upon  this  trunk  :-r- 
O,  take  this  warm  kifs  on  thy  pale  cold  lips, 

[Kiffes  Titus. 
Thefe  forrowful  drops  upon  thy  blood-ftain'd  face. 
The  lall:  true  duties  of  thy  noble  fon ! 

Mar.  Ay,  tear  for  tear,  and  loving  kifs  for  kifs. 
Thy  brother  Marcus  tenders  on  thy  lips  : 
O,  were  the  fum  of  thefe  that  I  fhould  pay    • 
Countlefs  and  infinite,  yet  would  I  pay  them  ! 

Luc.   Come  hither,  boy  ;  come,  come,  and  learn  of  U5 
To  melt  in  fhowers  :  Thy  grandfire  lov'd  thee  well; 
Many  a  time  he  danc'd  thee  on  his  knee. 
Sung  thee  afleep,  his  loving  bread  thy  pillow  ; 
Many  a  matter  hath  he  told  to  thee, 
Meet,  and  agreeing  with  thine  infancy; 
In  that  refpect  then,  like  a  loving  child, 
Shed  yet  fome  fmall  drops  from  thy  tender  fpring, 
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Becaufe  kind  nature  doth  require  it  fo : 
Friends  fhould  aiTociate  friends  in  grief  and  woe : 
Bid  him  farewell ;  commit  him  to  the  grave ; 
Do  him  that  kindnefs,  and  take  leave  of  him. 

Boy.  O  grandfire,  grandfire  !  even  with  all  my  heart 
'Would  I  were  dead,  fo  you  did  live  again  ! — 

0  lord,  I  cannot  fpeak  to  him  for  weeping  ; 
My  tears  will  choak  me,  if  I  ope  my  mouth. 

Enter  Romans  with  Aaron. 

Rom.  You  fad  Andronici,  have  done  with  woes  ; 
Give  fentence  on  this  execrable  wretch. 
That  hath  been  breeder  of  thefe  dire  events. 

Luc.  Set  him  breaft-deep  in  earth,  and  famifh  him  ; 
There  let  him  Hand,  and  rave  and  cry  for  food  ; 
If  any  one  relieves  or  pities  him, 
For  the  offence  he  dies.     This  is  our  doom  : 
Some  ftay,  to  fee  him  faften'd  in  the  earth. 

Aar.  O,  why  fliould  wrath  be  mute,  and  fury  dumb? 

1  am  no  baby,  I,  that,  with  bafe  prayers, 
I  fhould  repent  the  evils  I  have  done ; 
Ten  thoufand,  worfe  than  ever  yet  I  did. 
Would  I  perform,  if  I  might  have  my  will ; 
If  one  good  deed  in  all  my  life  I  did, 

I  do  repent  it  from  my  very  foul. 

Luc.  Some  loving  friends  convey  the  emperor  henee, 
And  give  him  burial  in  his  father's  grave  ; 
My  father,  and  Lavinia,  fhall  forthwith 
jBe  clofed  in  our  houfhold's  monument. 
As  for  that  heinous  tyger,  Tamora, 
No  funeral  rites,  nor  man  in  mournful  weeds. 
No  mournful  bell  fhall  ring  her  burial ; 
But  throw  her  forth  to  beafts,  and  birds  of  prey  : 
Her  life  was  beaft-like,  and  devoid  of  pity  ; 
And,  being  fo,  fhall  have  like  want  of  pity. 
See  juftice  done  on  Aaron,  that  damn'd  Moor, 
From  whom  our  heavy  haps  had  their  beginning  : 
Then,  afterwards,  to  order  well  the  flate  ; 
That  like  events  may  ne'er  it  ruinate.  [Exeunt  ojnnes, 
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A    C    T      I. 

SCENE    I.     Rome,     A  Street. 

Enter  Flay lUSf  Marullus,  and  certain  Commoners, 

*  Flavins,  i  . 

Hence  ;  home,  you  idle  creatures,  get  you  home. 

Is  this  a  holiday  ?  What  !  know  you  not. 

Being  mechanical,  you  ought  not  walk. 

Upon  a  labouring  day,  without  the  iign 

Of  your  profeffion  ? — Speak,  what  trade  art  thou  ? 

Car.  Why,  fir,  a  carpenter. 

Afar,  Where  is  thy  leather  apron,  and  thy  rule  ? 
What  doft  thou  with  thy  beft  apparel  on  ? 
You,  fir  ;  what  trade  are  you  ? 

Col?,  Truly,  fir,  in  refpe£l  of  a  fine  workman,  I  am 
but,  as  you  would  fay,  a  cobler. 

Mar.  But,   what  trade  art  thou  ?  Anfwer  me  di- 
re6lly. 

Cob.  A  trade,  fir,  that,  I  hope,  T  may  ufe  with  a, 
fafe  confcience  ;'  which  is  indeed,  fir,  a  mender  of  bad 
foals. 

Flav.    What    trade,   thou   knave  ?    thou    naughty 
knave,  what  trade  ? 

CoL  Nay,  I  befeech  you,  fir,  be  not  out  with  me  : 
Yet,  if  you  be  out,  fir,  I  can  mend  you. 

Mar.  What  meaneft  thou  by  that  ?  Mend  me,  thou 
faucy  fellow  ? 

Cob.  Why,  fir,  cobble  you. 

Flav,  Thou  art  a  cobler,  art  thou  ?    - 

Cob,  Truly  fir,  all  that  I  live  by  is,  with  the  awl :  I 
meddle  with  no  trade, — man's  matters,  nor  woman's 
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matters,  but  with  awl.  I  am,  indeed,  fir,  a  furgeon 
to  old  fhoes  ;  when  they  are  in  great  danger,  I  recover 
them.  As  proper  men  as  ever  trod  upoji  neats-leathcr, 
have  gone  upon  my  handy -work. 

Fiav.  But  wherefore  art  not  in  thy  (hop  to-day? 
Why  doft  thou  lead  thefe  men  about  the  ftreets  ? 

Cob,  Truly,  fir,  to  wear  out  their  fhoes,  to  get  my- 
felf  into  more  work.  But,  indeed,  lir,  we  make  holi- 
day, to  fee  Csefar,  and  to  rejoice  in  his  triumph. 

Mar.  Wherefore  rejoice  ?    What  conquell    brings 
he  home  ? 
What  tributaries  follow  him  to  Rome, 
To  grace  in  captive  bonds  his  chariot  wheels  ? 
You  blocks,  you  ftones,  you  worfethan  fenfelefs  things! 
O,  you  hard  hearts,  you  cruel  men  of  Rome, 
Knew  you  not  Pompey  ?  Many  a  time  and  oft 
Have  you  climb'd  up  to  walls  and  battlements. 
To  towers  and  windows,  yea,  to  chimney-tops. 
Your  infants  in  your  arms,  and  there  have  fat 
The  live-long  day,  with  patient  expectation, 
To  fee  great  Pompey  pafs  the  ftreets  of  Rome : 
And  when  you  faw  his  chariot  but  appear. 
Have  you  not  made  an  univerfal  fhout, 
That  Tyber  trembled  underneath  his  banks. 
To  hear  the  replication  of  your  founds 
Made  in  his  concave  fhores  ? 
And  do  you  now  put  on  your  beft  attire  ? 
And  do  you  now  cull  out  a  holiday  ? 
And  do  you  now  ftrew  flowers  in  his  way, 
That  comes  in  triumph  over  Pompey's  blood  ? 
Be  gone; 

^un  to  your  houfes,  fall  Upon  your  knees. 
Pray  to  the  gods  to  intermit  the  plague 
That  needs  muft  light  on  this  ingratitude. 

Flav.  Go,  go,  good  countrymen,  and,  for  this  fault, 
AiTemble  all  the  poor  men  of  your  fort ; 
Draw  them  to  Tyber  banks,  and  weep  your  tears 
Into  the  channel,  'till  the  loweft  ftream 
J)q  kifs  the  moft  exalted  fliores  of  all. 

[^Exeunt  Commoners, 
Sec, 
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SeCj  whe'r  their  bafeft  metal  be  now  mov'd, 
They  vanifli  tongue-ty'd  in  their  guiltinefs. 
Go  you  down  that  way  towards  the  Capitol ; 
This  way  will  I :  Difrobe  the  images, 
If  you  do  find  them  deck'd  with  ceremonies. 

Mar,  May  we  do  fo  ? 
You  know,  it  is  the  feail  of  Lupercal. 

Flav,  It  is  no  matter;  let  no  images 
Be  hung  with  Caefar's  trophies.     I'll  about, 
And  drive  away  the  vulgar  from  the  flreets : 
So  do  you  too,  where  you  perceive  them  thick. 
Thefe  growing  feathers  pluck'd  from  Caefar's  wing. 
Will  make  him  fly  an  ordinary  pitch  ; 
Who  elfe  would  foar  above  the  view  of  man. 
And  keep  us  all  in  fervile  fearfulnefs. 

\_Exeunu 

SCENE    II.     The  fame. 

Enter  CjEsar,  ANTONY,/or  the  Courfi;  CalphuRnia, 
Portia,  Decius,  Cicero,  Brutus,  Cassius, 
Casca,  a  Soothfayer^  lsfc» 

Caf,  Calphurnia,— 

Cafca.  Peace,  ho  !  Caefar  fpeaks, 

C^f.  Calphurnia, ^ 

Calph,  Here,  my  lord. 

def.  Stand  you  diredly  in  Antonius'  way, 
When  he  doth  run  his  courfe. Antonius, 

j^nt.  Caefar,  my  lord. 

C^f,  Forget  not,  in  your  fpeed,  Antonius, 
To  touch  Calphurnia  :  for  our  elders  fay, 
The  barren,  touched  in  this  holy  chafe^ 
Shake  off  their  fteril  curfe, 

Jnt.  I  fhall  remember : 
When  Caefar  fays.  Do  this,  it  is  performM. 

Ctpf.  Set  on,  and  leave  no  ceremony  out. 

Sooth,  Ccefar. 

Caf,  Ha  !  Who  calls  I 

Cafca.  Bid  every  noife  be  ftill :— Peace  yet  again. 
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CaJ*  Who  is  it  In  the  prefs,  that  calls  on  mc ; 
I  heard  a  tongue,  fhriller  than  all  the  mufick, 
Cry,  Caefar  :  Speak;  Caefar  is  turn'd  to  hear. 

Sooth,  Beware  the  ides  of  March. 

Caf,.  What  man  is  that  ? 

Bru,  A  foothfayer,  bids  you  beware  of  the  ides  of 
March. 

Caf,  Set  him  before  me,  let  me  fee  his  face. 

Caf.  Fellow,  come  from  the  throng  ;    Look  upon 
Caefar, 

Caf,  What  fayft  thou  to   me   now  ?    Speak  once 
again. 

Sooth,  Beware  the  ides  of  March. 

Caf*  He  is  a  dreamer;  let  us  leave  him  : — pafs. 

[Sennet.      Exeunt  C^SAP.,  and  'Train ^ 

Caf  Will  you  go  fee  the  order  of  the  courfe  ? 

Bru,  Not  I. 

Caf  T  pray  you,  do. 

Bru»  I  am  not  gamefome  ;  I  do  lack  fome  part 
Of  that  quick  fpirit  that  is  in  Antony. 
Let  me  not  hinder,  Caflius,  your  delires ; 
rU  leave  you. 

Caf  Brutus,  I  do  obfervs  you  now  of  late  : 
I  have  not  from  your  eyes  that  gentlenefs, 
And  fliew  of  love,  as  I  v/as  wont  to  have  : 
You  bear  tooflubborn  and  too  ftrange  a  hand 
Over  your  friend  that  loves  you. 

Bru-  Caflius, 
Be  not  deceiv'd  :  If  I  have  veilM  my  look, 
I  turn  the  trouble  of  my  countenance 
Merely  upon  myfelf.     Vexed  I  am. 
Of  late,  with  pafEons  of  fome  difference. 
Conceptions  only  proper  to  myfelf. 
Which  give  fome  foil,  perhaps,  to  my  behaviours : 
But  let  not  therefore  my  good  friends  be  griev'd 
(Among  which  number,  Caffius,  be  you  one)  ; 
Nor  conftrue  any  further  my  negleft, 
Than  that  poor  Brutus,  with  himfelf  at  war. 
Forgets  the  fhews  of  love  to  other  men. 

Caf  Then,    Brutus,    I   have  much  millook   your 
paffion : 
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By  means  whereof,  this  breaft  of  mine  hath  bury'd 
Thoughts  of  great  value,  worthy  cogitations. 
Tell  me,  good  Brutus,  can  you  fee  your  face  ? 

Bru,  No,  Caffius :  for  the  eye  fees  not  itfelf. 
But  by  refledlion,  by  fome  other  things. 

CaJ^.  'Tisjuft; 
And  it  is  very  much  lamented,  Brutus, 
That  you  have  no  fuch  mirrors,  as  will  turn 
Your  hidden  worthinefs  into  your  eye. 
That  you  might  fee  your  fhadow.     I  have  heard. 
Where  many  of  the  beft  refpeft  in  Rome 
(Except  immortal  Caefar),  fpeaking  of  Brutus, 
And  groaning  underneath  this  age's  yoke. 
Have  wifh'd  that  noble  Brutus  had  his  eyes. 

Bru,  Into  what  dangers  would  you  lead  me, 
Caffius, 
That  you  would  have  me  feek  into  myfelf 
For  that  which  is  not  in  me  ? 

Caf.  Therefore,   good  Brutus,  be  prepar'd  to  hear  : 
And,  fince  you  know  you  cannot  fee  yourfclf 
So  well  as  by  reflection,  I,  your  glafs. 
Will  modeftly  difcover  to  yourfelf 
That  of  yourfelf  which  yet  you  know  not  of. 
And  be  not  jealous  of  me,  gentle  Brutus  : 
Were  I  a  common  laugher,  or  didufe 
To  ftale  with  ordinary  oaths  my  love 
To  every  new  protefter ;  if  you  know 
That  I  do  fawn  on  men,  and  hug  them  hard, 
And  after  fcandal  them ;  or  if  you  know 
That  I  profefs  myfelf  in  banqueting 
To  all  the  rout, — then  hold  me  dangerous. 

\  Flour l/hi  andjhout, 

Briu  What  means  this  fhouting?    I  do  fear,  the 
people 
Choofe  Caefar  for  the  king. 

Caf,  Ay,  do  you  fear  it  ? 
Then  mull  I  think  you  would  not  have  it  fo, 

Bru,  I  would  not,  Caffius ;  yet  I  love  him  well :  — 
But  wherefore  do  you  hold  me  here  fo  long  ? 
What  is  it  that  you  would  impart  to  me  ? 

A  4 
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If  it  be  aught  toward  the  general  good, 
get  honour  in  one  eye,  and  death  i'  the  other. 
And  I  will  look  on  both  indifferently  : 
For,  let  the  gods  fo  fpeed  me,  as  I  love 
The  name  of  honour  more  than  I  fear  death. 

Caf,  I  know  that  virtue  to  be  in  you,  Brutus, 
As  well  as  I  do  know  your  outward  favour. 
Well,  honour  is^  the  fubjeft  of  my  ftory. — 
I  cannot  tell,  wh^t  you  and  any  other  men 
Think  of  this  life  ;  but,  for  my  lingle  felf, 
I  had  as  lief  not  be,  as  live  to  be 
In  awe  of  fuch  a  thing  as  I  myfelf. 
I  was  born  free  as  Caefar;  fo  were  you  : 
We  both  have  fed  as  well ;  and  we  can  both 
Endure  the  winter's  cold,  as  well  as  he. 
For  once,  upon  a  raw  and  gufty  day. 
The  troubled  Tyber  chafing  with  his  fhoref, 
Csfar  faid  to  me,  Dar'*Ji  thou^  Caffius.^  now 
Jieap  in  with  me  into  this  angry  flood,  ' 
Andfwim  to  yonder  -point  P — Upon  the  word. 
Accoutred  as  I  was,  I  plunged  in, 
And  bade  him  follow  :  fo,  indeed,  he  di4» 
The  torrent  roar'd  ;  and  we  did  buffet  it 
With  lufty  {i;iews  ;  throwing  it  alide. 
And  ftemmmg  it  with  hearts  of  controverfy. 
But  ere  we  could  arrive  the  point  propos'd, 
Casfar  cry'd,  Help  me,  CaJJius^  or  I  fink' 
I,  as  ^neas,  our  great  ancellor, 
Pid  from  the  fiaiues  of  Troy  upon  his  fhoulder 
The  old  Anchifes  bear,  fo,  from  the  waves  of  Tyber^j 
Did  I  the  tired  Caefar  :  And  this  rnan 
Is  now  become  a  god  ;  and  Caffius  is 
A  wretched  creature,  and  mull  bend  his  body^ 
If  Caefar  carelefsly  but  nod  on  him. 
He  had  a  fever  when  he  was  in  Spain, 
And,  when  the  fit  was  on  him,  I  did  mark 
How  he  did  fhake  :  'tis  true,  this  god  did  fliake  : 
His  coward  lips  did  from  their  colour  fly  ; 
And  that  fame  eye,  whofe  bend  doth  awe  the  worlds 
Did  lofe  his  lullre  :  I  did  hear  him  groan  j 

Ay, 
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Ay,  and  that  tbngue  of  his,  that  bade  the  Romans 

Mark  him,  and  write  his  fpeeches  in  their  books, 

Alas  !   it  cry'd.  Give  mefome  drink,   Titinius^ 

As  a  fick  girl.     Ye  gods,  it  doth  amaze  me, 

A  man  of  fuch  a  feeble  temper  fhould 

So  get  the  ftart  of  the  majeftic  world. 

And  bear  the  palm  alone.  [Shout.  Flo/ttri/^, 

Bru,  Another  general  fhout  ! 
I  do  believe,  that  thefe  applaufes  are 
For  fome  new  honours  that  are  heap'd  on  Casfar. 

Caf.    Why,    man,     he  doth   beftride   the    narrow 
world. 
Like  aColoflus ;  and  we  petty  men 
Walk  under  his  huge  legs,  and  peep  about 
To  find  ourfelves  difnonourable  graves.  ^ 

Men  at  fome  time  are  mailers  of  their  fates : 
The  fault,  dear  Brutus,  is  not  in  our  flars. 
But  in  ourfelves,  that  we  are  underlings. 
Brutus,  and  Csefar :  What  iliould  be  in  that  Casfar  ? 
Why  fhould  that  name  be  founded  more  than  yours  I 
Write  them  together,  yours  is  as  fair  a  name  ; 
Sound  them,  it  doth  become  the  mouth  as  well ; 
Weigh  them,  it  is  as  heavy;  conjure  with  them, 
Brutus  will  ftart  a  fpirlt  as  foon  as  Caefar. 
Now  in  the  names  of  all  the  gods  at  once, 
Upon  what  meat  doth  this  our  Casfar  feed. 
That  he  is  grown  fo  great  ?   Age,  thou  art  fham'd  ; 
Rome,  thou  haft  loft  the  breed  of  noble  bloods  ! 
When  went  there  by  an  age,  iince  the  great  flood. 
But  it  was  fam'd  with  more  than  with  one  man  ? 
When  could  they  fay,  'till  now,  that  talk'd  of  Rome,. 
That  her  wide  walls  encompafs'd  but  one  man? 
Now  is  it  Rome  indeed,  and  room  enough, 
When  there  is  in  it  but  one  only  man. 
Oh  !  you  and  I  have  heard  our  fathers  fay. 
There  was  a  Brutus  once,  that  would  have  brook'd. 
The  eternal  devil  to  keep  his  ftate  in  Rome, 
As  eafily  as  a  king. 

Bru,  That  you  do  love  me,  I  am  nothing  jealous; 
^Vhat  you  would  work  me  to,  I  have  fome  aim  : 
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How  I  have  thought  of  this,  and  of  thefe  times, 

I  fhall  recount  hereafter;  for  this  prefejit, 

I  would  not,  fo  with  love  I  might  entreat  you, 

Ee  any  further  mov'd.     What  you  have  faid, 

I  will  confider  ;  what  you  have  to  fay, 

I  will  with  patience  hear;  and  find  a  time 

Both  meet  to  hear,  and  anfwer  fuch  high  things. 

'Till  then,  my  noble  friend,  chew  upon  this  j 

Brutus  had  rather  be  a  villager, 

Than  to  repute  himfelf  a  fon  of  Rome 

Under  fuch  hard  conditions  as  this  time 

Is  I'ike  to  lay  upon  us. 

Caf.  I  am  glad,  that  my  weak  words 
Have  flruck  but  this  much  fhew  of  fire  from  Brutus. 

Re-enter  C^sAR,  and  his  'Tram* 

Bru,  The  games  are  done,  and  Caefar  is  returning. 

Caf,  As  they  pafs  by,  pluck  Cafca  by  the  lleeve  : 
And  he  will,  after  his  four  fafhion,  tell  you 
What  hath  proceeded,  worthy  note,  to-day. 

Bru.  I  will  do  fo  : — But,  look  you,  Caifius, 
The  angry  fpot  doth  glow  on  Caelar's  brow. 
And  all  the  reft  look  like  a  chidden  train  : 
Calphurnia's  cheek  is  pale  ;  and  Cicero 
Looks  with  fuch  ferret  and  fuch  fiery  eyes. 
As  we  have  feen  him  in  the  Capitol, 
Being  crofs'd  in  conference  by  fome  fenators. 

Caf,  Cafca  will  tell  us  what  the  matter  is. 

Caf  Antonius. 

Ant.  Caefar. 

Caf.  Let  me  have  men  about  me,  that  are  fat ; 
Sleek-headed  men,  and  fuch  as  fleep  o'nights : 
Yon  Caffius  has  a  lean  and  hungry  look; 
He  thinks  too  much  :  fuch  men  are  dangerous. 

Ant,  Fear  him  not,  Caefar,  he's  not  dangerous; 
He  is  a  noble  Roman,  and  well  given. 

Caf,  Would  he  were  fatter  : — But  I  fear  him  not : 
Yet  if  my  name  were  liable  to  fear, 
J  do  not  know  the  man  I  Ihould  avoid 
So  foon  as  that  fpare  Caflius.     He  reads  much; 

He 
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-He  is  a  great  obferver,  and  he  looks 

Quite  through  the  deeds  of  men  :  he  loves  no  plays, 

As  thou  doft,  Antony  :  he  hears  no  mulick  : 

Seldom  he  fmiles  ;  and  fmiles  in  fuch  a  fort, 

As  if  he  mock'd  himfelf,  and  fcorn'd  his  fpirit 

That  could  be  mov'd  to  fmile  at  any  thing. 

Such  men  as  he  be  never  at  heart's  eafe, 

Whiles  they  behold  a  greater  than  themfelves ; 

And  therefore  are  they  very  dangerous. 

I  rather  tell  thee  what  is  to  be  fear'd, 

Than  what  I  fear ;  for  always  I  am  Casfar. 

Come  on  my  right  hand,  for  this  ear  is  deaf. 

And  tell  me  truly  what  thou  think'ft  of  him. 

\_Epceimt  C^SAR,  and  his  Train, 

Afanent  Brutus  and  Cassius  :  Casca  to  them, 

Cafca,  You  puU'd  me  by  the  cloak ;    Would  you 
fpeak  with  me  ? 

Bru.  Ay,  Cafca;  tell  us  what  hath  chanc'd  to-day. 
That  Caefar  looks  fo  fad. 

Cafca,  Why  you  were  with  him,  were  you  not  ? 

Bru,  I  fhould  not  then  afic  Cafca,  what  had  chanc'd. 

Cafca,  Why,  there  was  a  crown  offer'd  him  :  and 
being  oifer'd  him,  he  put  it  by  with  the  back  of  his 
hand,  thus  ;  and  then  the  people  fell  a'  fhouting. 

Bru.  What  was  the  fecond  noife  for  ? 

Cafca,  Why  for  that  too. 

Caf,  They  fliouted  thrice;  What  was  the  lafl  cry 
for  ? 

Cafca,  Why  for  that  too. 

Bru,  Was  the  crown  ofFer'd  him  thrice  ? 

Cafca^  Ay,  marry,  was't,  and  he  put  it  by  thrice, 
cvery^^ime  gentler  than  other ;  and  at  every  putting 
by,  mine  honeft  neighbours  fhouted. 

Cas.  Who  ofFer'd  him  the  crown  ? 

Cafca.  Why,  Antony. 

Bru.  Tell  us  the  manner  of  it,  gentl^  Cafca. 

Cafca,  I  can  as  well  be  hang'd,  as  tell  the  manner 
of  it :  it  was  mere  foolery,  or  I  did  not  mark  it.  I  faw 

Mark  Antony  offer  him  a  crown; yet  'twas  not 

a  crown 
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a  crown  neither,  'twas  one  of  thefe  coronets ; — —and, 
as  I  told  you,  he  put  it  by  once  :  but,  for  all  that,  to 
my  thinking,  he  would  fain  have  had  it.  Then  he 
offer'd  it  to  him  again  ;  then  he  put  it  by  again  :  but, 
to  my  thinking,  he  was  very  loth  to  lay  his  fingers  off 
it.  And  then  he  ofTer'd  it  a  third  time  ;  he  put  it  the 
third  time  by:  and  ftill,  as  he  refus'd  it,  the  rabble- 
ment  hooted,  and  clapp'd  their  chopt  hands,  and  threw 
up  their  fweaty  night-caps,  and  utter'd  fuch  a  deal  of 
llinking  breath,  becaufe  Ciefar  refus'd  the  crown,  that 
it  had  ahiioft  choak'd  Caefar;  for  he  fwooned,  and  fell 
down  at  it :  And  for  mine  own  part,  I  duril  not  laugh, 
for  fear  of  opening  my  lips,  and  receiving  the  bad  air, 

Caf  But,    foft,    1    pray  you  :   What  ?    did    Csefar 
fwoon  ? 

Cafca.  He  fell  down  in  the  market-place,  and  foam'd 
at  mouth,  and  was  fpeechlefs. 

Bru.  'Tis  very  like  ;  he  haih  the  falling- ficknefs. 

Caf^  No,  Caefar  hath  it  not ;  but  you,  and  I, 
And  honeil  Cafca.  we  have  the  fallin^r-llcknefs, 

Cafca,  I  know  not  what  you  mean  by  that;  but,  I 
am  fure,  Caefar  fell  down.  If  the  tag-rag  people  did 
not  clap  him,  and  hifs  him,  according  as  he  pleas'd, 
and  dilpleas'd  them,  as  they  ufe  to  do  the  players  in 
the  theatre,  1  am  no  true  man. 

Bru.  Whatfaid  he,  when  he  came  unto  himfelf  ? 

Cafca.  Marry  before  he  fell  down,  when  he  perceiv'd 
the  common  herd  was  glad  he  refus'd  the  crown,  he 
pluck'd  me  ope  his  doublet,  and  offer'd  them  his  throat 
to  cut. — An  I  had  been  a  man  of  any  occupation,  if  I 
would  not  have  taken  him  at  a  word,  T  would  1  might 
go  to  hell  among  the  rogues  :.  and  fo  he  fell.  When  hs 
came  to  himfelf  again,  he  faid.  If  he  had  done,  or  faid, 
any  thing  amifs,  he  defir'd  their  worfhips  to  think  it 
was  his  infirmity.  Three  or  four  wenches^  where  I 
flood,  cry'd,  jdlas^  good  foul ! — and  forgave  him  with 
all  their  hearts  :  But  there's  no  heed  to  be  taken  of 
them  ',  if  Caefar  had  flabb'd  their  mothers,  they  would 
have  done  no  Icfs. 

Bru^  And  aft^r  that,  he  came,  thus  fad^  away  ? 

Cafca  ^ 
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Cafca,  Ay, 

Ca'\  Did  Cicero  fay  any  thing  ? 

Cafca,  Ay,  he  fpoke  Greek. 

Caf  To  what  effeft  ? 

Cafca.  Nay,  an  I  tell  you  that,  I'll  ne'er  look  you 
i'  the  face  again :  But  thofe  that  underllood  him, 
fmil'd  atone  another,  and  Ihook their  heads :  but,  for 
mine  own  part,  it  was  Greek  to  me.  I  could  tell  you 
more  news  too  :  MaruUus  and  Flavins,  for  pulling 
fcarfs  off  Caefar's  images,  are  put  to  lilence.  Fare 
you  well.  1  here  was  more  foolery  yet,  if  I  could 
remember  it. 

C^/.  Will  you  fup  with  me  to-night,  Cafca  ? 

Cafca.  No,   I  am  promis'd  forth. 

Caf.  Will  you  dine  with  me  to-morrow  ? 

Cafca,  Ay,  if  I  be  alive,  and  your  mind  holdj  and 
your  dinner  worth  the  eating. 

Caf»  Good  ;  1  will  expect  you. 

Cafca,  Dofb;  Farewell  both. 

Bru,  What  a  blunt  fellow  is  this  o:rown  to  be  I 
He  was  quick  mettle,  when  he  went  to  fchool. 

Gaf,  So  is  he  now,  in  execution 
Of  any  bold  or  noble  enterprize, 
However  he  puts  on  this  tardy  form. 
This  rudenefs  is  a  fauce  to  his  gc'od  wit. 
Which  gives  men  llomach  to  digeil  his  words 
With  better  appetite. 

Bru,  An<l  ^o  it  is.    For  this  time  I  will  leave  you  : 
To-morrow,  if  you  pleafe  to  fpea^Lwirh  me, 
I  will  come  home  to  you  ;  or,   if  you  will. 
Come  home  to  me,    and  I  will  wait  for  you. 

Caf  I  will  do  fo  : — 'till  then,  think  of  the  world. 

\Exit  Bp.utus* 
Well,  Brutus,  thou  art  noble  :  yet,  I  fee. 
Thy  honourable  metal  mav  be  wrought 
From  that  it  is  difpos'd  :   I'herefore  'tis  meet 
That  noble  minds  keep  ever  with  their  likes : 
For  who  io  tirm,  that  cannot  be  feducM  ? 
Csefar  doth  bear  me  liard,  but  he  loves  Brutus  : 
If  I  were  Brutus  now,  and  he  were  CalHus, 

He 
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He  fhould  not  humour  me.     I  will  this  night. 
In  feveral  hands,  in  at  his  windows  throw, 
As  if  they  came  from  feveral  citizens. 
Writings,  all  tending  to  the  great  opinion 
That  Rome  holds  of  his  name  ;  whereon  obfcurely 
Caefar's  ambition  fhall  be  glanced  at  ; 
And,  after  this,  let  Caefar  feat  him  fure; 
For  we  will  fhake  him,  or  worfe  days  endure. 


SCENE    III.     ^  Street,     Thunder  and  light n'mg. 

Enter  Casca,   his  /word  drawn ;  and  Cicero,   meeting 

him, 

Cic,  Good  even,  Cafca  :  Brought  you  Caefar  home? 
Why  are  you  breathlefs  ?   and  why  Hare  you  fo  ? 

Cafca,  Are  you  not   mov'd,  when  all  the  fway  of 
earth 
Shakes,  like  a  thing  unfirm  ?  O  Cicero,      ' 
I  have  feen  tempefts,  when  the  fcolding  winds 
Have  riv'd  the  knotty  oaks  ;  and  I  have  feen 
The  ambitious  ocean  fwell,  and  rage,  and  foam. 
To  be  exalted  with  the  threat'ning  clouds : 
But  never  'till  to-night,  never  'till  now, 
Did  I  go  through  a  tempeft  dropping  lire. 
Either  there  is  a  civil  ftrife  in  heaven  ; 
Or  elfe  the  world,  too  faucy  Avith  the  gods, 
Incenfes  them  to  fend  deftru£lion. 

Cic.  Why,  faw  you  any  thing  more  wonderful? 

Cafca,  A  common  flave   (you  know  him   well  by 
fight) 
Held  up  his  lett  hand,  which  did  flame,  and  burn, 
Like  twenty  torches  join'd  ;  and  yet  his  hand,     . 
Not  fenfible  of  fire,  remain'd  unfcorchM. 
Befides  (I  have  notfince  put  up  my  fword), 
Againll  the  Capitol  I  met  a  lion. 
Who  glar'd  upon  me,  and  went  furly  by. 
Without  annoying  me  :  And  there  were  drawn 
Upon  a  heap  a  hundred  ghaflly  women, 

Transformed 
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Transformed  with  their  fear  ;  who  fwore,  they  faw 
Men,  all  in  fire,  walk  up  and  down  the  ftreets. 
And,  yellerday,  the  bird  of  night  did  lit. 
Even  at  noon-day,  upon  the  market-place, 
Hooting  and  fhrieking.     When  thcfe  prodigies 
Do  fo  conjointly  meet,  let  not  men  fay, 
Thefe  are  their  reafons^ — They  are  natural ; 
For,  I  believe,  they  are  portentous  things 
Unto  the  climate  that  they  point  upon. 

Cic,  Indeed,  it  is  a  ftrange-difpofed  time  : 
But  men  may  conftrue  things  after  their  fafhion. 
Clean  from  the  purpofe  of  the  things  themfelves. 
Comes  Caefar  to  the  Capitol  to-morrow  ? 

Cafca.  He  doth ;  for  he  did  bid  Antonius 
Send  word  to  you,  he  would  be  there  to-morrow. 

Cic,  Good  night  then,  Cafca  :  this  difturbed  fky 
Is  not  to  walk  in. 

Cafca.  Farewell,  Cicero.  \^Exit  Cicero. 

Enter  Cassius. 

Caf.  Who^s  there  ? 

Cafca,  A  Roman. 

Caf  Cafca,  by  your  voice. 

Cafca,  Your  ear  is  good.   Caflius,  what  night  is  this  ? 

Caf.  Avery  pieaiing  night  to  honeft  men. 

Cafca.  Who  ever  knew  the  heavens  menace  fo  •? 

Caf,  Thofe  that  have  known  the  earth  fo  full  of 
faults. 
For  my  part,  I  have  walk'd  about  the  ftreets. 
Submitting  me  unto  the  perilous  night ; 
And,  thus  unbraced,  Cafca,  as  you  fee. 
Have  bar'd  my  bofom  to  the  thunder-flonc  : 
And,  when  the  crofs  blue  lightning  fecm'd  to  open 
The  breail  of  heaven,  I  did  prefent  myfeif 
Even  in  the  aim  and  very  flafh  of  it. 

Cafca.  But  w*herefore  did  you  fo  much  tempt  the 
heavens  ? 
It  is  the  part  of  men  to  fear  and  tremble, 
When  the  moft  mighty  gods,  by  tokens,  fend 
Such  dreadful  heralds  to  aftonifli  us. 

Caf, 
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Caf.  You  are  dull,  Cafca ;  and  thofe  fparks  of  life 
That  fhbuld  be  in  a  Roman,   you  do  want, 
Or  elfe  you  ufe  not :  You  look  pale,   and  gaze, 
And  put  on  fear,  and  oafl  yourfelf  in  wonder. 
To  fee  the  llrange  impatience  of  the  heavens  : 
But  if  you  would  conlider  the  true  caufe. 
Why  all  thefe  fires,  why  all  thefe  gliding  ghofts. 
Why  birds  and  beafts,  from  quality  and  kind; 
Why  old  men,  fools,  and  children  calculate ; 
Why  all  thefe  things  change,  from  their  ordinance^ 
Their  natures,  and  pre-formed  faculties, 
To  mdnftrous  quality;  why,  you  fliallfind. 
That  heaven  hath  infufed  them  with  thefe  fpirits^ 
To  make  them  inflruments  of  fear,  and  warning. 
Unto  fome  monflrous  ftate. 
Now  could  I,  Cafca,  name  to  thee  a  man 
Moft  like  this  dreadful  night ; 
That  thunders,  lightens,  opens  graves,  and  roars 
As  doth  the  lion  in  the  Capitol : 
A  man  no  mightier  than  thytelf,  or  me. 
In  perfonal  action ;  yet  prodigious  grown. 
And  fearful,  as  thefe  ftrange  eruptions  arc. 

Cafca,    'Tis  Casfar  that    you    mean ;    Is  it    not, 
Caffius  ? 

Caf,  Let  it  be  who  it  is  :  for  Romans  now 
Have  thews  and  limbs  like  to  thefir  ancellors  ; 
But,  woe  the  while  !  our  fathers'  minds  are  dead. 
And  we  aregovern'd  with  our  mothers'  fpirits  ; 
Our  yoke  and  fufFerance  fhew  us  womanifh. 

Cafca.  Indeed,  they  fay^  the  fenators  to-morrow 
Mean  to  eflablifh  Caefar  as  a  king : 
And  he  fhall  wear  his  crown,  by  fea,  and  land. 
In  every  place,  fave  here  in  Italy, 

Caf,  1  know  where  I  will  wear  this  dagger  then  ; 
Caffius  from  bondage  will  deliver  Caffius : 
Therein,  ye  gods,  you  make  the  weak  moft  ftrongj 
Therein,  ye  gods,  you  tyrants  do  defeat : 
Nor  ftony  tower,  nor  walls  of  beaten  brafs. 
Nor  airlefs  dungeon,  nor  ftrong  Unks  of  iron, 

Cart 
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Can  be  retentive  to  the  ftrength  of  Spirit; 

But  life,  being  weary  of  thefe  worldly  bars^ 

Never  lacks  power  to  difmifs  itfelf. 

If  I  know  this,  know  all  the  world  befides^ 

That  part  of  tyranny,  that  I  do  bear, 

I  can  fhake  off  at  pleafure. 

Cafca.  So  can  I  : 
So  every  bondman  in  his  own  hand  bears 
The  power  to  cancel  his  captivity. 

Caf.  And  why  fhould  C^efar  be  a  tyrant,  then  > 
Poor  man  !  I  know,  he  would  not  be  a  wolf. 
But  that  he  fees,  the  Romans  are  but  flieep  : 
He  were  no  lion,  were  not  Romans  hinds. 
Thofe  that  with  hafle  will  make  a  mighty  fire. 
Begin  it  with  weak  ilraws  :  What  tralh  is  Rome, 
What  rubbifh,  and  what  offal,  when  it  ferves 
For  the  bafe  matter  to  illuminate 
So  vile  a  thing  as  Casfar  I  But^  O,  grief ! 
Where  haft  thou  led  me  ?  I,  perhaps,  fpeak  this 
Before  a  willing  bondman  :  then  1  know 
My  anfwer  muff  be  made  :  But  I  am  arm'd, 
And  dangers  are  to  be  indifferent. 

Cafca.   You  fpeak  to  Cafca  :  and  to  fuch  a  man. 
That  is  no  flearing  tell-tale.     Hold  my  hand  ; 
Be  factious  for  redrefs  of  all  thefe  griefs  j 
And  I  will  fet  this  foot  of  mine  as  far. 
As  who  goes  fartheft. 

Caf.  There's  a  bargain  made. 
Now  know  you,  Cafca,  1  have  mov'd  already 
Some  certain  of  the  nobleft-minded  Romans, 
To  undergo  with  me  an  enterprize 
Of  honourable-dangerous  confequence  ; 
And  I  do  know,  by  this,  they  ftay  for  me 
In  Pompey's  porch:   For  now,  this  fearful  night, 
There  is  no  ftir,  or  walking  in  the  ftreets  ; 
And  the  complexion  of  the  element, 
It  favours  like  the  work  we  have  in  hand, 
Moft  bloody,  fiery,  and  moil  terrible, 
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Enter  CiNNA. 

Cafca.    Stand   clofe  awhile,  for  here  comes  one  in 
hafte. 

Caf.  'Tis  Cinna,  I  do  know  him  by  his  gait ; 
'tte  is  a  friend. — Cinna,  where  hafte  you  io  ? 

Cin.  To  find  out  you:  Who's  that?  Metellus  Cimbcr  ? 

Caf.  No,  it  is  Cafca;  one  incorporate 
To  our  attempts.     Am  I  not  ftaid  for,  Cinna  ? 

Cin.  I  am  glad  on't.     What  a  fearful  night  is  this  \ 
There's  two  or  three  of  us  have  feen  ftsange  lights. 

CaJ,  Am  I  not  ftaid  for  ?  Tell  me. 

Cin,  Yes, 
You  are,  O  Callius,  if  you  could  but  win  , 

The  noble  Brutus  to  our  party 

Caf.  Be  you  content :  Good  Cinna,  take  this  paper. 
And  look  you  lay  it  in  the  praetor's  chair, 
Where  Brutus  may  but  find  it ;   and  throw  this 
In  at  his  window ;  fet  this  up  with  wax 
Upon  old  Brutus'  ftatue :  all  this  done, 
Kepair  to  Pompey's  porch,  where  you  fliall  find  us. 
Is  Decius  Brutus,  and  Trebonius,  there  ? 

Cin.  All  but  Metellus  Gimber;  and  he's  gone 
To  feek  you  at  your  houfe.     Well,  1  will  hie, 
And  fo  beftow  thefe  papers  as  you  bade  me. 

Caf.   That  done,  repair  to  Pompey's  theatre. 

[^Exit  Cinna. 
Come,  Cafca,  you  and  I  will,  yet,-  ere  day, 
See  Brutus  at  his  houfe  :  three  parts  of  him 
J[s  ours  already  ;  and  the  man  entire, 
Upon  the  next  encounter,  yields  him  ours. 

Cafca*  Oh,  he  fits  high  in  all  the  people's  hearts  : 
And  that  which  would  appear  offence  in  us, 
His  countenance,  like  richeft  alchymy. 
Will  change  to  virtue,  and  to  worthinefs. 

Caf.  Him,  and   his  worth,  and    our  great  need   of 
him. 
You  have  right  well  conceited.     Let  us  go, 
For  it  is  after  midnight ;  and,  ere  day, 
We  will  awake  him.  and  be  fure  of  him.  \ Exeunt. 
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ACT      II. 

SCENE       i. 

Enter  Brutus,  in  his  orchard, 
Brutus, 

HAT,  Lucius  !  ho  J 

i  cannot,  by  the  progrefs  of  the  ilars, 

Give  guefs  how  near  to  day. Lucius,  I  Tay  I— ^ 

1  would  it  were  m)^  fault  to  fleep  fo  foundly. — 
When,  Lucius,   when  ?    Awake,  I  fay  :  what,  Lu* 
cius  ! 

Enter  Lucius. 

Luc.  Cali'd  you,  my  lord  ? 

Bru.  Get  me  a  taper  in  my  lludy,  Lucius  : 
When  it  is  lighted,  come  and  call  me  here. 

Luc.  I  will,  my  lord, 

Bru,  It  muft  be  by  his  death  :  and  for  my  part^ 
I  know  no  perfonal  caufe  to  fpurn  at  him, 
But  for  the  general.     He  would  be  crown'd  : — 
How  that  might  change  his  nature,  there's  the  quef^ 

tion. 
It  is  the  bright  day  that  brings  forth  the  adder  ; 
And  that  craves  wary  walking.     Crown   him  ? — — 

That  ;— 
And  then,  I  grant,  we  put  a  fting  in  him. 
That  at  his  will  he  may  do  danger  with. 
The  abufe  of  greatnefs  is,  when  it  disjoins 
Remorfe  from  power :  And,  to  fpeak  truth  of  Caefar, 
I  have  not  known  when  his  afteflions  fway'd 
More  than  his  reafon.     But  'tis  a  comm.on  proofs 
That  lowlinefs  is  young  ambition's  ladder, 
Whereto  the  climber-upward  turns  his  face  t 
But  when  he  once  attains  the  upmoft  round. 
He  then  unto  the  ladder  turns  his  back ; 
Looks  ia  the  clouds,  fcorning  the  bafe  degrees 
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By  which  he  did  afcend  :  So  Caefar  may  ; 

Then,  left  he  may,  prevent.     And,  fince  the  quarrel 

Will  bear  no  colour  for  the  thing  he  is, 

Fafhion  it  thus  ;  that  what  he  is,  augmented, 

Would  run  to  thefe,  and  thefe  extremities : 

And  therefore  think  him  as  aferpent's  tgg. 

Which,  hatch'd,   would,   as  his  kind,    grow  mifchle- 

vous, 
And  kill  him  in  the  fhell. 

Re-enter  LuciUs. 

Luc.  The  taper  burneth  in  your  clofet,  fir. 
Searching  the  window  for  a  flint,  I  found 
This  paper,  thus  feal'd  up  ;  and  I  am  fure. 
It  did  not  lie  there,  when  I  went  to-bed. 

Bru,  Get  you  to  bed  again,  it  is  not  day. 
Is  not  to-morrow,  boy,  the  ides  of  March  ? 

Luc,  I  know  not,  fir. 

JBru.  Look  in  the  calender,  and  bring  me  word, 

Luc.  I  will,  lir.  *  [Exit. 

Bru.  The  exhalations,  whizzing  in  the  air, 
Givefo  much  light,  that  I  may  read  by  them. 

[  Opens  the  letter^  and  reads. 
Brutus^  thou  Jleep'Jl ;  awake^  and  fee  thyfelf. 

Shall  Rome Speak,  fir  ike  ^  redrefs  ! 

Brutus,  thoujlcepyi;  awake, 

Such  inftigatlons  have  been  often  dropp'd 
Where  I  have  took  them  up. 

Shall  Rome Thus  muft  I  piece  it  out; 

Shall  Rome  ftand  under  one  man's  awe?  What!  Rome? 

My  anceftors  did  from  the  ftreets  of  Rome 

The  Tarquin  drive,  when  he  was  call'd  a  king. 

Speak,  ftrike,  redrefs  1 — Am  I  entreated 

To  fpeak,  and  ftrike?  O  Roman  !  I  make  thee  promife, 

If  the  redrefs  will  follow,  thou  receiveft 

Thy  full  petition  at  the  hand  of  Brutus  ! 

Re-enter  Lucius. 

Liic*  Sir,  March  is  wafted  fourteen  days. 

\  Knocks  ivlthin, 
Bru. 
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Bru,  'Tis  good.    Go  to  the  gate  ;romebody  knocks. 

\_Exit  Lucius, 
Since  Caffius  firft  did  whet  me  againft  C^efar, 
I  have  not  flept. 

Between  the  a£ling  of  a  dreadful  thing, 
And  the  firfl  notion,  all  the  interim  is 
Like  a  phantafma,  or  a  hideous  dream  : 
The  genius,  and  the  moral  inftruments, 
Are  then  in  council ;  and  the  ftate  of  man. 
Like  to  a  little  kingdom,  fufFers  then 
The  nature  of  an  infurredlion. 

Re-enter  Lucius. 

Luc,  Sir,  'tis  your  brother  Caflius  at  the  door^ 
"Who  doth  deiire  to  fee  you. 

Bru.  Is  he  alone  ? 

Luc,  No,  fir,  there  are  more  with  him. 

Bru,  Do  you  know  them  ? 

Luc.  No,  fir;  their  hats  are  pluckM  about  their  carsj 
And  half  their  faces  bury'd  in  their  cloaks. 
That  by  no  means  I  may  difcover  them 
By  any  mark  of  favour. 

Bru.  Let  them  enter.  \_Exit  Lucius. 

They  are  the  faftion.     O  confpiracy  ! 
Sham'fh  thou  to  fhew  thy  dangerous  brow  by  night. 
When  evils  are  moft  free  ?  O,  then,  by  day. 
Where  w^ilt  thou  find  a  cavern  dark  enough. 
To  maik  thy  monftrous  vifage  ?  Seek  none,  confpi- 
racy ; 
Hide  it  in  fmiles,  and  affability  : 
For  if  thou  path  thy  native  femblance  on, 
Not  Erebus  itfelf  were  dim  enough 
To  hide  thee  from  prevention. 

Enter  Cassius,  Casca,  Decius,  Cinna,  Metellus, 

and  Trebonius. 

Caf.  I  think,  we  are  too  bold  upon  your  reft  • 
Good-morrow,  Brutus;  Do  we  trouble  you  ? 

Bru,  I  have  been  up  this  hour  ;  awake,  all  night. 
Know  1  thefe  men.  that  come  along  with  you  ? 

B3  ,     Caf. 
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Caf.  Yes,  every  man  of  them;  and  no  man  here, 
But  honours  you  :  and  every  one  doth  wifh, 
You  had  but  that  opinion  of  yourfelf, 
"Which  every  noble  Roman  bears  of  you. 
This  is  Trebonius. 

Bru.  He  is  welcome  hither. 

Caf.  This,  Decius  Brutus. 

Bru.  He  is  welcometoo. 

Caf.  This,  Cafca;  this,  Cinna; 
And  this,   Metellus  Cimber. 

Bru.  They  are  all  welcome. 
What  watchful  cares  do  interpofe  themfelvcs 
Betwixt  your  eyes  and  night  ? 

Caf.   Shall  I  entreat  a  word  ?  [They  whifper, 

Dec,  Here  lies  the  call :   Doth   not  the   day  break 
here  ? 

Cafca,  No. 

Cm,  O,  pardon,  fir,  it  doth  :  and  yon  grey  lines, 
That  fret  the  clouds,  are  meffengers  of  day, 

Cafca.  You  fhall  confefs,  that  you  are  both  deceiv'd. 
Here,  as  I  point  my  fword,  the  fun  arifes; 
Which  is  a  great  way  growing  on  the  fouth, 
Weighing  the  youthful  feafon  of  the  year. 
Some  two  months  hence,  up  higher  toward  the  north 
Ke  firfl:  prefents  his  iire  ;  and  the  high  eaft 
Stands,  as  the  Capitol,  dire£lly  here. 

Bru.  Give  me  your  hands  all  over,  one  by  one. 

Caf.  And  let  us  fwear  our  refolution. 

Bru.  No,  not  an  oath  :   If  not  the  face  of  men, 

The  fufterance  of  our  fouls^  the  time's  abufe, ■ 

If  thefe  be  motives  weak,  break  off  betimes, 

And  every  man  hence  to  his  idle  bed  ; 

Solethigh-iighted  tyranny  range  on, 

*Till  each  man  drop  by  lottery.     But  if  thefe, 

As  I  am  fure  they  do,   bear  fire  enough 

To  kindle  cow^ards,  and  to  fi:eel  with  valour 

The  melting  fpirits  of  women  ;  then,  countrymen, 

W'hat  need  v/e  any  fpur,  but  our  own  caufe. 

To  prick  us  to  redrefs  t  what  other  bond, 

Than  fecret  Romans,  that  have  fpoke  ths  word. 

And 
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And  will  not  palter  ?  and  what  other  oath, 

Than  honefty  to  honefty  engag'd. 

That  this  fhall  be,  or  we  will  fall  for  it  ? 

Swear  priefts,  and  cowards,  and  men  cautelous, 

Old  feeble  carrions,  and  fuch  fuffering  fouls 

That  welcome  wrongs  ;  unto  bad  caufes  fwcar 

Such  creatures  as  men  doubt :  but  do  not  Itain 

The  even  virtue  of  our  enterprize, 

Nor  the  infuppreffive  mettle  of  our  fpirits. 

To  think,  that,  orourcaufe,  or  our  performance, 

Did  need  an  oath  *  when  every  drop  of  blood 

That  every  Roman  bears,  and  nobly  bears. 

Is  guilty  of  a  feveral  baftardy. 

If  he  do  break  the  fmalleft  particle 

Of  any  promife  that  hath  pafl  from  him. 

Caf,  But  what  of  Cicero  ?  Shall  we  found  him  ? 
I  think,  he  will  ftand  very  llrong  with  us, 

Cafca,  Let  us  not  leave  him  out. 

Cin,  No,  by  no  means, 

Alet,  O,  let  us  have  him  ;  for  his  filver  hairs 
Will  purchafe  us  a  good  opinion, 
And  buy  men's  voices  to  commend  our  deeds  : 
It  fhall  befaid,  his  judgment  rul'd  our  hands; 
Our  youths,  and  wildnefs,  fhall  no  whit  appear, 
But  all  be  bury'd  in  his  gravity. 

Bru.  O,  name  him  not :  let  us  not  break  with  him; 
For  he  will  never  follow  any  thing 
That  other  men  begin. 

Caf»  Then  leave  him  out. 

Cafca»  Indeed  he  is  not  fit, 

Dec,  Shall  no  man  elfe  betouch'd  but  only  Casfar? 

Caf.  Decius,  well  urg'd  : — I  think  it  is  not  meet, 
Mark  Antony,  fo  well  belov'd  of  Caefar, 
Should  out-live  Csfar  ?  We  fhall  find  of  him   . 
A  fhrewd  contriver;  and,  you  know,  his  means. 
If  he  improve  them,  may  well  ftretch  fo  far. 
As  to  annoy  us  all :  which  to  prevent. 
Let  Antony,  and  Ccxfar,  fall  together. 

Bru,  Our  courfe  will  feem  too  bloody,  Caius  Caffius, 
To  cut  the  head  off,  and  then  hack  the  limbs ; 

B  4     .  ^        Like 
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Like  wrath  In  death,  and  envy  afterwards  :  ^ 

Far  Antony  is  but  a  limb  of  Csefar. 

Let  us  be  facrificers,  but  not  butchers,  Caius. 

We  all  ftand  up  againft  the  fpirit  of  Caefar  5 

And  in  the  fpirit  of  men  there  is  no  blood  : 

O,  that  we  then  could  come  by  Caefar' s  fpirit, 

And  not  difmember  Caefar  !   But,  alas, 

Caefar  muft  bleed  for  it  !   And,  gentle  friends. 

Let's  kill  him  boldly,  but  not  wrathfuUy  ; 

Let's  carve  him  as  a  dilli  fit  for  the  gods. 

Not  hew  him  as  a  carcafe  fit  for  hounds  : 

And  let  our  hearts,  as  fubtle  mafhers  do, 

Stir  up  their  fervants  to  an  a6l  of  rage, 

And  after  feem  to  chide  them.     This  fhall  make 

Our  purpofe  necefTary,  and  not  envious  : 

Which  fo  appearing  to  the  common  eyes. 

We  fhall  be  called  purgers,  not  murderers. 

And  for  Mark  Antony,  think  not  of  him  ;    • 

For  he  can  do  no  more  than  Casfar's  arm, 

When  Caefar's  head  is  ofF. 

Caf.  Yet  I  fear  him  : 
For,  in  the  ingrafted  love  he  bears  to  Casfar, 

Bru,  Alas,  good  Caflius,  do  not  think  of  him  * 
Tf  he  love  Caefar,  all  that  he  can  do 
Is  to  himfelf ;  take  thought,  and  die  for  Caefar  : 
And  that  were  much  he  fhould  ;  for  he  is  given 
To  fports,  to  wildnefs,  and  much  company. 

Treb.  There  is  no  fear  in  him  ;  let  him  not  die  ; 
For  he  will  live,  and  laugh  at  this  hereafter. 

\_Clock  Ji)  ikes^ 

Bru.  Peace,  count  the  clock. 

Caf.  The  clock  hath  ftrucken  three, 

Treh,  'Tis  time  to  part. 

Caf.  But  it  is  doubtful  yet, 
Whe'r  Caefar  will  come  forth  to-day,  or  no  : 
For  he  is  fuperftitious  grown  of  late; 
Qiiite  from  the  main  opinion  he  held  once 
Of  fantafy,  of  dreams,  and  ceremonies  : 
It  may  be,  thefe  apparent  prodigies, 
The  unacqxiftom'd  terror  of  this  nigljt. 

And 
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And  the  perfuafion  of  his  augurers, 
May  hold  him  from  the  Capitol  to-day. 

Dec,  Never  fear  that :  If  he  be  fo  refolv'd, 
I  can  o^erfway  him  :  for  he  loves  to  hear. 
That  unicorns  may  be  betray'd  with  trees. 
And  bears  with  glafles,  elephants  with  holes. 
Lions  with  toils,  and  men  with  flatterers  : 
But  when  1  tell  him  he  hates  flatterers. 
He  fays,  he  doss  ;  being  then  moll  flattered. 
Let  me  work : 

For  I  can  give  his  humour  the  true  bent; 
Aad  I  will  bring  him  to  the  Capitol. 

Caf,  Nay,  we  wnll  all  of  us  be  there  to  fetch  him. 

Bru,  By  the  eighth  hour  :  Is  that  the  uttermofl  ? 

Cm.  Be  that  the  uttermofc,  and  fail  not  then. 

Met,  Caius  Ligarius  doth  bear  Caefar  hard. 
Who  rated  him  for  fpeaking  well  of  Pompey  ; 
I  wonder,  none  of  you  have  thought  of  him. 

Bru.  Now,  good  Metellus,  go  along  to  him: 
He  loves  me  well,  and  I  have  given  him  reafons  ; 
Send  him  but  hither,  and  I'll  fafliion  him. 

Caf,  The  morning  comes  upon  us :  We'll  leave  you, 
Brutus  : 
And,  friends,  difperfe  yourfelves  :  but  all  remember 
What  you  have  faid,  and  fhew  yourfelves  trvie   Ro- 
mans. 

Bru,  Good  gentlemen,  look  frefli  and  merrily  ; 
Let  not  our  looks  put  on  our  purpofes ; 
Blit  bear  it  as  our  Roman  a£Vors  do. 
With  untir'd  fpirits,  and  formal  conftancy : 
And  fo,  good-morro^v  to  you  every  one.  \Ex€urn^ 

Manet  Brutus. 

Boy  !  Lucius  I — Fall  afieep  ?    It  is  no  matter ; 

Enjoy  the  honey  heavy  dew  of  flumber  : 
Thou  hall  no  figures,  nor  no  fantalies, 
Which  bufy  care  draws  in  the  brains  of  men ; 
Therefore  thou  fleep'ft  fo  found. 


E-nter  PORTIA. 
for.  Brutus,  my  lord  ! 


Bru, 
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Bru,  Portia,  what  mean  you?  Wherefore  rife  you 
now  ? 
3t  is  not  for  your  health,  thus  to  commit 
Your  weak  condition  to  the  raw  cold  morning. 

Par.  Nor  for  yours   neither.     You  have  ungently, 
Brutus, 
Stole  from  my  bed  :    And  yefternight,  at  fupper, 
You  fuddenly  arofe,  and  walk'd  about, 
Mufing  and  lighing,  with  your  arms  acrofs : 
And  when  I  alk'd  you  what  the  matter  was. 
You  ftar'd  upon  me.  with  ungentle  looks  : 
I  urg'd  you  further  ;  then  you  fcratch'd  your  head^ 
And  too  impatiently  ftamp'd  with  your  foot : 
Yet  I  iniifted,  yet  you  anfwer'd  not ; 
But  with  an  angry  w^afture  of  your  hand. 
Gave  iign  for  me  to  leave  you  :  So   I  did  ; 
Fearing  to  ftrengthen  that  impatience, 
Which  feem'd  too  much  enkindled  ;  and  withal. 
Hoping  it  was  but  an  eiTefl:  of  humour, 
Which  fometlme  hath  his  hour  with  every  man. 
It  W\\\  not  let  you  eat,  nor  talk,  nor  fleep  : 
And,  could  it  w^orkfo  much  upon  your  fliape. 
As  it  hath  much  prevail'd  on  your  condition, 
I  fhould  not  know  you,  Brutus,  ,  Dear  my  lord» 
Make  me  acquainted  with  your  caufe  of  grief. 

Bru,  I  am  not  well  in  health,   and  that  is  all. 

For.  Brutus  is  wife;  and,  were  he  not  in  health. 
He  would  embrace  the  means  to  come  by  it. 

Bru,   Why,  io  I  do  : — Good  Portia,  go  to  bed. 

For,  Is  Brutus  lick  ?   and  is  it  phylical 
To  walk  unbraced,  and  fuck  up  the  humours 
Of  the  dank  morning  ?   What,  is  Brutusiick; 
And  wnli  he  fieal  out  of  his  wholefome  bed. 
To  dare  the  vile  contagion  of  the  night  ? 
And  tempt  the  rheumy  and-unpurged  air 
To  add  unto  his  ficknefs  ?  No,   my  Brutus ; 
You  have  fome  iick  offence  within  your  mmd, 
Which,  by  the  right  and  virtue  of  my  place, 
I  ought  to  know  of:  And,  upon  my  knees, 
1  charm  you,  by  mv  once  commended  beauty, 

'      ■  '  By 
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By  all  your  vows  of  love,  and  that  great  vow 
Which  did  incorporate  and  make  us  one. 
That  you  unfold  to  me,  yourfelf,  your  half. 
Why  you  are  heavy  ;  and  what  men  to-night 
Have  had  refort  to  you  :  for  here  have  been 
Some  fix  or  feven,  who  did  hide  their  faces 
Even  from  darknefs. 

Bru»  Kneel  not,  gentle  Portia. 

Por,  I  fhould  not  need,  if  you  were  gentle,  Brutus, 
W^ithin  the  bond  of  marriage,  tell  me,  Brutus, 
Is  it  excepted,  I  fhould  know  no  fecrets 
That  appertain  to  you  ?  Ami  yourfelf. 
But  as  it  were,  in  fort,  or  limitation ; 
To  keep  with  you  at  meals,  comfort  your  bed. 
And  talk  to  you  fometimes?  Dwell  I  but  in  the  fuburbs 
Of  your  good  pleafure  ?   If  it  be  no  more, 
Portia  is  Brutus'  harlot,  not  his  wife. 

Bru,  You  are  my  true  and  honourable  wife ; 
As  dear  to  me,  as  are  the  ruddy  drops 
That  vifit  my  fad  heart. 

For,  If  this  were  true,  then   fhould   1   know  this 
fecret. 
I  grant,  T  am  a  woman  3  but  withal, 
A  woman  that  lord  Brutus  took  to  wife  : 
I  grant,  I  am  a  woman  ;   but  withal, 
A  woman  well-reputed  ;  Cato's  daughter. 
Think  you,  I  am  no  flronger  than  my  fex. 
Being  fo  father'd,  and  fo  hufbanded  ? 
Tell  me  your  counfels,  I  will  not  difclofe  them  : 
I  have  made  ftrong  proof  of  my  conftancy. 
Giving  myfelf  a  voluntary  wound 
Here,  in  the  thigh  :   Can  i  bear  that  with  patience, 
And  not  my  hufband's  fecrets  ? 

Bru,  O  ye  gods. 
Render  me  worthy  of  this  noble  wife  I  \KnQch 

Hark,  hark  !   one  knocks  :  Portia,  go  in  a  while  ; 
And  by  and  by  thy  bofom  fhall  partake 
The  fecrets  of  my  heart. 
All  my  engagements  I  will  cionllirue  to  thee,' 
AH  the  chara^^ery  of  my  fad  brows  ; 
Leave  me  with  haile,  [£'<a;// Portia. 

Enter 
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Enter  Lvcius,  <7;?^  Ligarius. 

Lucius,  who  is  that  knocks  ? 

Luc.  Here  is  a  lick  man,    that  would  fpeak  with 
you. 

Bru»  Caius  Ligarlus,  thatMetellns  fpake  of. — 
Boy,  {land  aiide. — Caius  Ligarius  !  how  ? 

Lig,  Vouchfafe  good-morrow  from  a  feeble  tongue. 

Bru.  O,   what  a  time  have  you  chofe   out,  brave 
Caius, 
To  wear  a  kerchief?  'Would  you  were  not  iick  ! 

Lig,  I  am  not  fick,  if  Brutus  have  in  hand 
Any  exploit  worthy  the  name  of  honour. 

Bru.  Such  an  exploit  have  I  in  hand,  Ligarius, 
Had  you  a  healthful  ear  to  hear  of  it. 

Lig.  By  all  the  gods  that  Romans  bow  before, 
I  here  difcard  my  iicknefs.     Soul  of  Rome  ! 
Brave  fon,  deriv'd  from  honourable  loins  ! 
Thou,  like  an  exorcift,  haft  conjur'd  up 
Mj  mortified  fpirit.     Now  bid  me  run, 
And  I  will  fbrive  with  things  impoffible  ; 
Yea,  get  the  better  of  them.     What's  todo? 

Bru,  A   piece  of  work,  that  will   make   fick  men. 
whole. 

Lig.  But  are  not  fome  whole,  that  we  mufl  make 
fick  ? 

Bru.  That  mufl  we  alfo.     What  it  is,  my  Caius, 
I  fhall  unfold  to  thee,  as  we  are  going. 
To  whom  it  mufl  be  done. 

Lig.  Set  on  your  foot ; 
And  with  a  heart  new  fir'd,  I  follow  you. 
To  do  1  know  not  what :  but  it  fufficeth, 
That  Brutus  leads  me  on. 

Brn.  Follow  me  then.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE    n.    CjESAr's  Palace,    Thunder  and 
Lightning, 

Enter  CiESAR,  in  his  night-geivn. 

C^f,  Nor  heaven,  nor  earth,  have  been  at  peace  to*- 


nignt : 


Thrice 
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Thrice  hath  Calphurnia  in  her  fleep  cry'd  out, 
Help^  ho  !   They  murder  Cafar,     Who's  within  ? 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Serv,  My  lord  ? 

C^/»  Go  bid  the  prieft  do  prefent  facrifice. 
And  bring  me  their  opinions  of  fuccels. 

Serv.  I  will,  my  lord.  [Exk» 

Enter  Calphurnia, 

CaL  What  mean  you,  Caefar  ?  Think  you  to  walk 
forth  ? 
You  Ihall  not  ftlr  out  of  your  houfe  to-day. 

Caf»  Caefar  lliall  forth  :    The  things  that  threat- 
en'd  me. 
Ne'er  looked  but  on  my  back ;  when  they  fliall  fee 
The  face  of  Csefar,  they  are  vanilhed. 

CaL  Caefar,  I  never  ftood  on  ceremonies. 
Yet  now  they  fright  me.   There  is  one  within, 
Belides  the  things  that  we  have  heard  and  feen. 
Recounts  mofl  horrid  lights  feen  by  the  watch. 
A  lionefs  hath  whelped  in  the  ftreets ; 
And  graves  have  yawn'd,  and  yielded  up  their  dead  : 
Fierce  fiery  warriors  fight  upon  the  clouds, 
In  ranks,  and  fquadrons,   and  right  form  of  v^rar* 
Which  drizzled  blood  upon  the  Capitol  : 
The  noife  of  battle  hurtled  in  the  air, 
Horfes  did  neigh,  and  dying  men  did  groan  ; 
And  gholls  did  fhriek,  and  fqueal  about  the  ftreets. 
O  Csefar  !  thefe  things  are  beyond  all  ufe. 
And  1  do  fear  them. 

Ccef.   What  can  be  avoided, 
Whofe  end  is  purpos'd  by  the  mighty  gods? 
Yet  Caefar  fhail  go  forth  :  for  thefe  predictions 
Are  to  the  world  in  general,  as  to  Csefar, 

CaL  When  beggars  die,  there  are  no  comets  feen  ;     ' 
The  heavens    themfelves   blaze  forth   the   death    of 
princes. 

Ci^f,  Cowards  die  many  times  before  their  deaths  ; 
The  valiant  never  tafte  of  death  but  once. 

Of 
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Of  all  the  wonders  that  I  yet  have  heard, 

It  feems  to  me  moft  ftran![^e  that  men  Ihould  fear ; 

Seeing  that  death,  a  neceffary  end, 
Will  come,  when  it  will  come. 

Re-enter  a  ServaM, 

What  fay  the  augurers  ? 

Serv.  They  would  not  have  yon  to  flir  forth  to-day* 
Plucking  the  entrails  of  an  offering  forth. 
They  could  not  iind  a  heart  within  the  beaft. 

Ccef,  The  gods  do  this,  in  ihame  of  cowardice  : 
Caefar  fliould  be  a  beaft  without  a  heart, 
If  he  fliould  ftay  at  home  to-day  for  fear. 
No,  Caefar  fliall  not :  Danger  knows  full  well? 
That  Caefar  is  more  dangerous  than  he. 
We  were  two  lions  litter'd  in  one  day, 
And  I  the  elder  and  more  terrible  ; 
And  Csefar  fhall  go  forth. 

Cal.   Alas,  my  lord, 
Your  wifdom  is  confum'd  in  confidence. 
Do  not  go  forth  to-day  :  Call  it  my  fear, 
That  keeps  you  in  the  houfe,  and  not  your  owm 
We'll  fend  Mark  Antony  to  the  fenate-houfe  ; 
And  he  fhall  fay,  you  are  not  well  to-day  : 
Let  me,  upon  my  knee,  prevail  in  this. 

Caf,  Mark  Antony  fhall  fay,  I  am  not  well  ; 
And,  for  th}'-  humour,  Iwillftay  at  home. 

Enter  Decius. 

Here's  Decius  Brutus,  lie  fhall  tell  them  fo. 

Dec,    Caefar,    all    hail  !     Good    morrow,     worthy 
C^far : 
I  come  to  fetch  you  to  the  fenate-houfe. 

Ccsf.  And  you  are  come  in  very  happy  time, 
To  bear  my  greeting  to  the  fenators. 
And  tell  them,  that  1  wuU  not  come  to-day  : 
Cannot,  is  falfe  ;  and  that  I  dare  not,  falfer: 
I  will  not  ccme  to  day  :  Tell  themfo,  Decius. 

CaL  Say,  he  is  iick. 

C^f.  Shall  Caefar  fend  a  lie? 

Have 
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Have  I  in  conqueft  ilretch'd  mine  arm  fd  far. 
To  be  afraid  to  tell  grey-beards  the  truth  ? 
Decius,  go  tell  them,  Csefar  will  not  come. 

Dec»  Moft  mighty  Ca^far,  let  me  know  fome  caufc. 
Left  I  belaugh'd  at,  when  1  tell  them  fo. 

Ci^f.  The  caufe  is  in  my  will,  I  will  not  come  : 
That  is  enough  to  fatisfy  the  fenate. 
But  for  your  private  fatisfaflion, 
Becaufe  I  love  you,  1  vv'ill  let  you  know. 
Calphurnia  here,  my  wife,  ftays  me  at  home: 
She  dreamt  to-night  Ihe  faw  my  ftatue, 
Whi^ch,  like  a  fountain,  with  a  hundred  foouts 
Did  run  pure  blood  ;  and  many  lufty  Romans 
Came  fmiling,  and  did  bathe  their  hands  in  it. 
And  thefe  does  fhe  apply  for  warnin(>;s,  and  portents. 
And  evils  imminentj  and  on  her  kneee 
Hath  begg'd,  that  I  will  ftay  at  home  to-day, 

Dec.  This  dream  is  all  amifs  interpreted; 
It  was  a  vilion,  fair  and  fortunate  : 
Your  ftatue  fpouting  blood  in  many  pipes. 
In  which  fo  many  fmiling  Romans  bath'd. 
Signifies  that  from  you  great  Rome  fliall  fuck 
Reviving  blood  ;  and  that  great  men  fliall  prefs 
For  tin£lures,  ftains,  relicks,  and  cognifance. 
This  by  Calphurnia's  dream  is  iignify'd. 

Cisf.  And  this  way  have  you  well  expounded  it. 

Dec.   I  have,  when  you  h?,v5  heard  vvhat  I  can  fay  ; 
And  know  it  now  ;  the  fenate  have  concluded 
To  give,  this  day,   a  crown  to  mighty  C^far. 
If  you  Ihall  fend  them  word,  you  will  not  come. 
Their  minds  may  change.     Belicles,  it  were  a  mock 
Apt  to  be  renderM,  for  fome  one  to  fay. 
Break  up  the  fenate  ''till  another  t'lme^ 
When  defar's  wife  Jhall  meet  vulth  better  dreams. 
If  Csfar  hide  himfelf,  fnall  they  not  vvhifper, 
Loj  Ccsfar  is  afraid  ? 

Pardon  me,  Caefar  ;  for  my  dear,  dear  love 
To  your  proceeding  bids  me  tell  you  this  j 
And  reafon  to  my  love  is  liable. 

C^.  How  fooliih  do  your  fears  feem   now,   Cal- 
phurnia  \ 

I  am 
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I  am  afhamed  I  did  yield  to  them, — 
Give  me  my  robe,  for  I  will  go  : 

£Titer  PuBLius,  Brutus,  Ligarius,  Metellus, 
Casca,  Trebonius,  and  Citin a. 

And  look  where  Publius  is  come  to  fetch  mc, 

Piih,  Good-morrow,  Caefar, 

Ccejl  Welcome,  Publius. — 
What,  Brutus,  are  you  ftirr'd  fo  early  too  ? 
Good-morrow,  Cafca. — Caius  Ligarius, 
Caviar  was  ne'er  fo  much  your  enemy. 
As  that  fame  ague  which  hath  made  you  lean. — • 
What  is't  o'clock  ? 

JBru»  Caefar,  'tis  ftrucken  eight. 

Caf,  I  thank  you  for  your  pains  and  courtefy. 

Enter  Antony, 

See  !  Antony,  that  revels  long  o'nights. 

Is  notwithftandingup  : — Good-morrow,  Antony, 

^nt.  So  to  moft  noble  Caefar, 

C^ef.  Bid  them  prepare  within  : — 
I  am  to  blame  to  be  thus  waited  for.— 
Now,  Cinna  : — ^Now,  Metellus : — What,  Trebonius! 
I  have  anhour^s  talk  in  ftore  for  you  ; 
Remember  that  you  call  on  me  to-day  : 
Be  near  me,  that  I  may  remember  you. 

Treb*  Caefar,  I  will :—  and  fo  near  will  I  be. 

That  your  befl  friends  fliall  wifli  1  had  been  further. 

Cifff,  Good  friends,  go  in,  and  tafte  fomc  wine  with 
me  ; 
And  we,  like  friends,  will  flraightway  go  together. 

Bru,  That  every  like  is  not  the  fame,  O  Caefar, 
The  heart  of  Brutus  yearns  to  think  upon  I       [Exeunt, 


SCENE    III.     J  Street  near  the  Capitol. 

Enter  Artemidorus,  read'mg  a  Paper, 

Cesfary  beware  of  Brutus ;    take  heed  of  Caffius ;  come 
not   7i£ar  Cafca ;  have  an  e^e  to  Cinna  ;  trujl  not  Trebo^ 


nius 
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nlus  ',  mark  well  Met ellus  Clmher:  Deems  Brutus  loves  thes 
Tiot  -y  thou  h^Ji  wrong' d  Caius  Ligarius,  There  is  but  one 
mind  in  all  thefe  men,  and  it  is  bent  againfi  Cafar.  If  thou 
he^fl  not  immortal^  look  about  you  :  Security  gives  way  to  con^ 
f piracy.      'The  mighty  gods  defend  thee  ! 

Thy  lover ^ 

Artemidorus. 

Kere  will  I  fland  till  Ca^far  pafs  along, 

And  as  a  fu'itor  will!  give  him  this. 

My  heart  laments,  that  virtue  cannot  live 

Out  of  the  teeth  of  emulation. 

If  thou  read  this,   O  C^efar,  thon  may'ft  live  ; 

If  not,  the  fates  with  traitors  do  contiive.  \Exit, 


SCENE     IV.     Another  part  of  the  fame  f erect » 
Enter  Portia,  and  Lucius. 

Tor.  I  pry'thee,  boy,  run  to  the  fenate  houfe  ; 
Stay  not  to  anfwer  nie,  but  get  thee  gone  : 
Why  doft  thou  ftay  ? 

Luc,  To  know  my  errand,  madam. 

l?or»  I  would  have  thee  there,  and  here  again. 
Ere  I  can  tell  thee  what  thou  Ihouldll  do  there*- 

0  conilancy,  be  ilrong  upon  my  iide  ! 

Seta  huge  mountain  'tween  my  heart  and  tongue  ! 

1  have  a  man's  mind,  but  a  woman's  might. 
How  hard  it  is  for  women  to  keep  counfcl  \ 
Art  thou  here  yet  ? 

Luc.  Madam,  what  fhould  I  do  ? 
Run  to  the  Capitol,  and  nothing  elfe  ? 
And  fo  return  to  you,  and  nothing  elfe  ? 

For,  Yes,  bring  me  word,  boy,  if  thy  lord  look  well. 
For  he  went  iick'y  forth  ;   And  take  good  note. 
What  Caefar  doth,  what  fuitors  prefs  to  him. 
Hark,  boy  !   what  noife  is  that  ?  .     , 

Luc,  I  hear  none,  madam. 

For.  Pr'ythee,  lilten  well  : 
I  heard  a  buftling  rumour,  like  a  fray, 

C  And 
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And  the  wind  brings  it  from  the  Capitol, 
Luc.  Sooth,  madam,  I  hear  nothing. 

Enter  Soothfayer. 

Por.    Come  hither,  fellow ;    Which  way  haft  thou 
been  ? 

Sooth.   At  mine  own  houfe,  good  lady, 

Por,  What  is't  o'clock  ? 

Sooth,  About  the  ninth  hour,  lady. 

Por.  Is  Casfar  yet  gone  to  the  Capitol  ? 

Sooth,   Madam,  not  yet ;  I  go  to  take  my  ftand, 
To  fee  him  pafs  on  to  the  Capitol. 

Por,  Thou  haft  fome  fuit  to  Caefar,  haft  thou  not  ? 

Sooth,  That  I  have,  lady,  if  it  will  pleafe  Caefar 
To  be  fo  good  to  Csfar,   as  to  hear  me  : 
I  fhall  befeech  him  to  befriend  himfelf. 

Por,  Why^  know'ft  thou   any  harm'^s  intended  to- 
wards him  ? 

Sooth,  None  that  I  know  will  be,  much  that  I  fear 
may  chance. 
Good-morrow  to  vou.     Here  the  ftreet  is  narrow: 
The  throng  that  follows  Casfar  at  the  heels, 
Of  fenators,  of  praetors,  common  fuitors. 
Will  croud  a  feeble  man  almoft  to  death  : 
I'll  get  me  to  a  place  more  void,  and  there. 
Speak  to  great  Caefar  as  he  comes  along.  \_Exk, 

Por,  I  muft  go  in. — Ay  me  '  how  weak  a  thing 
The  heart  of  woman  is  !    O  Brutus ! 
The  heavens  fpeed  thee  in  thine  enterprize  ! 
Sure,  the  boy  heard  me  : — Brutus  hath  a  fuit, 
That  Caefar  will  not  gran r,-—0,  I  grow  faint  :— 
Run,  Lucius,  and  commend  me  to  my  lord  ; 
Say,   I  am  merry  :   coir.e  to  me  again, 
.  And  bring  me  word  what  he  doth  fay  to  thee. 

\_Exeuntm 


ACT 
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ACT      III. 

SCENE    I.     ^he  Street^  and  then  the  Capitol ',  the  Se- 
nate/itting.     Flour  i/h. 

Enter  C^sar,  Brutus,  Cassius,  Casca,  Decius, 
Metellus,  Trebonius,  Cinna,  Antony,  Le- 
PiDus,  Artemidorus,  Popilius,  Publius,  and 
the  Soothfaycr, 

Cafart, 

The  ides  of  March  are  come. 

Sooth,  Ay,  Caefar  ,  but  not  gone. 

jirt»   Hail,  Csefar  !   Read  this  fchedule. 

Dec  Trebonius  doth  delire  you  to  o'er-read. 
At  your  bell  ieifure,  this  his  humble  fuit. 

Art,  O  Csefar,  read  mine  firft  ;  for  mine's  a  fuit 
That  touches  Caifar  nearer  :  Read  it,  great  Caefar. 

Co:/.  What  touches  us  ourfelf,  fhall  be  lafl  ferv'd. 

Art,  Delay  not,  Caefar  ;  read  it  inftantly. 

Caf.  What,  is  the  fellow  mad  ? 

Pub,  Sirrah,  give  place. 

Caf.  What,  urge  you  your  petitions  in  the  flreet  ? 
Come  to  the  Capitol. 

[C^sAR  enters  the  Capitol ^  the  feJifollotumg,'\ 

Pop,  I  wifh,  your  enterprize  to-day  may  thrive. 

Caf.  What  enterprize,  Popilius  ? 

Pop,  Fare  you  v\7ell. 

Bru.  What  faid  Populius  Lena  ? 

Caf.  He  wifh'd,  to-day  our  enterprize  might  thrive, 
I  fear,  our  purpofe  is  difcovered. 

Bru,  Look,  how  he  makes  to  Caefar  :  Mark  him. 

Caf.  Cafca,  be  fudden,  for  we  fear  prevention. — 
Brutus,  what  fhall  be  done  ?  If  this  be  known, 
Cafiius,  or  Caefar,  never  fliall  turn  back, 
For  I  will  flay  myfelf, 

C  a  Bru. 
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Bru»  Caflius,  be  conftant : 
Popilius  Lena  fpeaks  not  of  our  purpofcs ; 
Foi^  look,  he  fmiles,  and  Caefar  doth  not  change. 

Caf.  Trebonlus  knows  his  time  ;  for  look  you, 
Brutus, 
He  draws  Mark  Antony  out  of  the  way. 

\_Exeunt  Ai<iT.  <?;z^Treb. 

Dec.  Where  is  Metellus  Cimber  I  let  him  p-o, 
And  prefently  prefer  his  fuitto  Caefar. 

Bru,  He  is  addreffed  :  prefs  near,  and  fecond  him. 

Ciri.  Cafca,  you  are  the  firfl:  that  rear  your  hand. 

Ccef,  Are  we  all  ready  ?  V/hat  is  now  amifs. 
That  Caifar,  and  his  fenate,  mufhredrefs? 

Met,  Moil  high,  mofl  mighty,   and  moft  puiflant 
C'cfifar, 
Metellus  Cimber  throws  before  thy  feat  \_KneeUng 

An  humble  heart  :— 

C^ef,  1  muff:  prevent  thee,  Cimber. 
Thefe  couchings,  and  thefe  lowly  courtelies, 
Mi^ht  fire  the  blood  of  ordinary  men';    . 
And  turn  pre-ordinance,  and  firfl  decree, 
Into  the  lane  of  children.     Ee  not  fond. 
To  think  that  Csfar  bears  fuch  rebel-blood. 
That  will  be  fhaw'd  from  the  true  quality 
With  that  which  melteth  foois  ;   I  mean  fweet  words, 
Low-crooked  curt'lies;  and  bafe  fpanlei  fawning. 
Thy  brother  by  decree  is  banifned  ; 
If  thou  doll  bend,  and  pray,  and  fawn  for  him, 
I  fpurn  thee  like  a  cur  out  of  my  way. 
Know,  Csefar  doth  not  wrong ;  nor  without  caufe 
Will  he  be  fatisiied. 

Met.  Is  there  no  voice  more  v.^orthy  than  my  own. 
To  found  more  fvveetiy  in  great  Caefar's  ear, 
Fxtr  the  repealing  of  my  baniih'd  brother  ? 

Bru.  I  kifs  thy  hand,  but  not  in  flattery,  Caefar ; 
Deiiring  thee,  thatPublius  Cimber  m.ay 
Have  an  immediate  freedom  of  repeal. 
Ctsf.  ¥/hat,  Brutus! 
Caf.  Pardon,  Csefar ;  Ccefar,  pardon  ; 
As  low  as  to  thv  foot  doth  Caflius  fall. 

To 


y 
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To  begenfrancbiiement  for  Publius  Cimber. 

Cisf.  I  could  be  well  mov'd,  if  i  were  as  yon  ; 
If  1  conld  pray  to  move,  prayers  would  movs  me  : 
But  I  am  conftant  as  the  northern  ftar. 
Of  whole  true-tixt,  and  refting  quality, 
There  is  no  fellow  in  the  firmament. 
Thefkies  are  painted  with  unnumber'd  fparks; 
They  are  all  fire,  and  every  one  doth  fliine; 
But  there's  but  one  in  all  doth  hold  his  place  : 
Soj  in  the  world  ;  'Tis  furniih'd  w^ell  with  men. 
And  men  are  flefh  and  blood,  and  apprehenfive  ; 
Yet,  in  the  number,  I  do  know  but  one 
That  unalTailable  holds  on  his  rank, 
Unfliak'd  of  motion  :  and,  that  1  am  he, 
Let  me  a  little  fiiewit,  even  in  this ; 
That  I  was  conftant  Cimber  fhould  be  banidiM, 
And  conftant  do  remain  to  keep  him  fo. 

Cm.  O  Casfar,' — 

Ccsf.  Hence  !   Wilt  thou  lift  up  Olympus  ? 

Dec.  Great  Ca^far, — 

Caf,  Doth  not  Brutus  bootlefs  kneel  ? 

Cafca,  Speak,  hands,  for  me.         [They /iab  C^SAR. 

C^.  Et  tu^  Brute! — Then  fall,  Csefar  !  \Dtes^ 

Cm.  Liberty  I   Freedom  !   Tyranny  is  dead  I . 

Run  hence,  proclaim,  cry  it  about  the  ftreets. 

Caf,  Some  to  the  common  pulpits,  and  cry  out, 
"Liberty ^freedom.)  and  enfranch'ijement  ! 

Bru.  People,  and  fenators  !   be  not  affrighted  ; 
Fly  not ;  ftand  ftill :- — ambition's  debt  is  paid. 

Cafca.  Ga  to  the  pulpit,   Brutus. 

Dec.   And  Caffius  too. 

Bru*  Where's  Publius  ? 
>    Chu  Here,  quite  confounded  with  this  mutiny.     ' 

Met.    Stand     faft    together,    left    fome    friend    of 
C  liar's 
Should  chance — 

Brti,  Talk  not  of  ftanding  :— Publius,  good  cheer  ; 
There  is  no  harm  intended  to  your  perfon, 
Nor  to  no  Roman  elfe  :  fo  tell  them,  Publius. 

C,3  Caf. 


^  JULIUS  C^SAR. 

Caf.  And  leave  us,  Publius,  left  that  the  people 
Rufhing  on  us,  ihould  do  your  age  fome  mifchief, 

Bru.  Do  To ; — and  let  no  man  abide  this  deed. 
But  we  the  doers. 

Re-enter  Trebonius. 

Ca/,  Where  is  Antony  ? 

Tre,  Fled  to  his  houfe,  amazM : 
Men,  wives,  annd  children,  ftare,  cry  out,  and  run. 
As  it  were  dooms-day. 

Bru,  Fates!  we  will  know  your  pleafures : 
That  we  fliall  die,  we  know; 'tis  but  the  time, 
And  drawing  days  out,  that  men  ftand  upon. 

Caf.  Why  he  that  cuts  ofF  twenty  years  of  life. 
Cuts  off  fo  many  years  of  fearing  death, 

Bri4.  Grant  that,  and  then  is  death  a  benefit : 
So  are  we  Caefar's  friends,  that  have  abridg'd 
His  time  of  fearing  death  — Stoop,  Romans,  ftoop. 
And  let  us  bathe  our  hands  in  Csefar's  blood 
Up  to  the  elbows,  and  befmear  our  fwords :. 
Then  walk  we  forth,  even  to  the  market-place  ; 
And,  waving  our  red  weapons  o'er  our  heads. 
Let's  all  cry,  Peace  !   Freedom  !   and  Liberty  ! 

Caf,  Stoop   then,    and   wafh, How   many   ages 

hence. 
Shall  this  our  lofty  fcene  be  a£led  over, 
In  ftates  unborn,  and  accents  yet  unknown  ? 

Bru,  How  many  times  fliall  Csefar  bleed  in  fport. 
That  now  on  Pompey's  bafis  lies  along, 
No  worthier  than  the  duft  ! 

Caf.  So  oft  as  that  fhall  be, 
So  often  fhall  the  knot  of  us  be  call'd 
The  men  that  gave  their  country  liberty. 

JDec.  What  Ih all  we  forth  ? 

Caf.  Ay,  every  man  away  : 
Brutus  fnall  lead,  and  we  will  grace  his  heels 
With  the  moft  boldeft  and  befl:  hearts  of  Rome. 


Enter  a  Servant, 
Soft,  who  comes  here  ?  A  friend  of  Antony's. 


Serv. 
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Serv.  Thus,  Brutus,  did  my  mafler  bid  me  kneel  ; 
Thus  did  Mark  Antony  bid  me  fall  down  ; 
And,  being  profi:rate,  thus  he  bade  me  lay  : 
Brutus  is  noble,  wife,  valiant,  and  honeft ; 
Casfar  was  mighty,  bold,  .royal,  and  loving  : 
Say,  I  love  Brutus,  and  I  honour  him  ; 
Say,  I  fear'd  Caefar,  honour'd  him,  and  lov'd  him. 
If  Brutus  will  vouclifafe,  that  Antony 
May  fafely  come  to  him,  and  be  refolv'd 
How  Caefar  hath  deferv'd  to  lie  in  death, 
Mark  Antony  fliall  not  love  Caefar  dead. 
So  well  as  Brutus  living  ;  but  will  follow 
The  fortunes  and  affairs  of  noble  Brutus, 
Thorough  the  hazards  of  this  untrod  ftate. 
With  all  true  faith.     So  fays  my  mailer  Antony. 

Bru.  Thy  mailer  is  a  wife  and  valiant  Roman  ; 
I  never  thought  him  worfe. 
Tell  him,  fo  pleafe  him  come  unto  this  place. 
He  fhall  befatisfied  ;  and,  by  my  honour. 
Depart  untouch'd. 

Serv.  I'll  fetch  him  prefently.  [Exit  Servant, 

Bru.  I  know,  that  we  fhall  have  him  well  to  friend. 

Caf.  1  wifli  we  may  :  but  yet  have  I  a  mind. 
That  fears  him  much  ;  and  my  mifgiving  fhill 
Falls  fhrewdly  to  the  purpofe. 

Re-enter  Antony. 

Bru.  But   here  comes  Antony. — Welcome,  Mark 
Antony. 

j^nt.  O  mighty  Caefar  !  Doft  thou  lie  fo  low  ? 
Are  all  thy  conquefts,  glories,  triumphs,  fpoils. 
Shrunk  to  this  little  mealure  ? — 1'  are  thee  well, — . 
I  know  nor,  gentlemen,  what  you  intend, 
Who  elfe  muft  be  let  blood,  who  elfe  is  rank  : 
If  I  myfelf,  there  is  no  hour  fo  fit 
As  Caefar's  death's  hour,  nor  no  inllrument 
Of  half  that  worth,   as  thofe  your  fwords,  made  rich 
With  the  moil  noble  blood  of  all  this  world, 
I  do  befeech  ye,  if  you  bear  me  hard, 
Now,  whilil  your  purpied  hands  do  reek  and  fmoke, 

C  4  FulfU 
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Fulfil  your  pleafure.     Live  a  thoufand  years, 
1  fhall  not  find  myfelf  fo  apt  to  die  : 
No  place  will  pleafe  me  fo,  no  mean  of  death. 
As  here  by  Caefar,  and  by  you  cut  off, 
Thechoice  andmafter  fpiritsof  this  age, 

Bru.  O  Antony  !   beg  not  your  death  of  us. 
Though  now  we  muft  appear  bloody  and  cruel, 
As  by  our  hands,  and  this  our  prefent  a6V, 
You  fee  we  do  ;   yet  fee  you  but  our  hands, 
And  this  the  bleeding  bu'linefs  they  have  done  : 
Our  hearts  you  fee  not,  they  are  pitiful  ; 
And  pity  to  the  general  wrong  of  Rome 
(As  fire  drives  out  fire,  fo  pity,  pity) 
Hath  done  this  dttd  on  Qefar.    For  your  part. 
To  you  our  fwords  have  leaden  points,  Mark  Antony. 
Our  arms,  in  ftrength  of  m.alice,   and  our  hearts, 
Of  brothers'*  tem.per,  do  receive  you  in 
With  all  kind  love,  good  thoughts,  and  reverence. 

Caf,  Your  voice  fliall  be  as  ftrong  as  any  man's^ 
In  the  difpoiing  of  new  dij>nities. 

Bru.  Only  be  patient,  'tilHve  have  appeas'd 
The  multitude,  befide  themfelves  with  fear, 
And  then  we  will  deliver  you  the  caufe, 
Why  I,  that  did  love  Caefar  when  I  Itruck  him. 
Have  thus  proceeded. 

Ant»  I  doubt  not  of  your  wifdom. 
I^et  each  man  render  me  his  bloody  hand  : 
Firft,  Marcus  Brutus,  will  I  fhake  with  you;— — 
Next,   Caius  Cailius,  do  I  take  your  hand  ; 

Now,  Decius   Brutus,  yours ; now    yours,    Me- 

telius ; 
Tours,  Cinna;  and,  my  valiant  Cafca,  yours ; — 
Though  lall,   not  leafh  in  love,   yours,   good  Trebo- 

nius. 
Gentlemen  all, — alas  !    what  fhall  I  fay  ? 
My  credit  nov/  ftands  on  fuch  fiippery  ground. 
That  one  of  two  bad  ways  you  mofl:  conceit  me. 

Either  a  coward,  or  a  flatterer. 

That  I  did  love  thee,  Csfar,  O,  'tis  true  : 

If 
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If  then  tliy  fpirlt  look  upon  us  now, 

Shall  it  not  grieve  thee,  dearer  than  thy  death. 

To  fee  thy  Antony  making  his  peace. 

Shaking  the  bloody  fingers  af  thy  foes, 

Moil  nobis  in  the  prefence  of  thy  corfe  ? 

Had  I  as  many  eyes  as  thou  haft -wounds. 

Weeping  as  faft  as  they  flream  forth  thy  blood. 

It  would  become  me  better,  than  to  clofe 

In  terms  of  friendfliip  with  thine  enemies. 

Pardon  m.e,    Julius  ! — Here  wail  thou  bay'd,  brave 

hart; 
Here  didft  thou  fall;  and  here  thy  hunters  fland, 
Sign'd  in  thy  fpoil,  and  crimfon'd  in  thy  lethe, 
O  world  !   thou  waft  the  foreft  to  this  hart ; 
And  this,  indeed,  O  world,  the  heart  of  thae — 
How  like  a  deer,  ftrucken  by  many  princes, 
JDofh  thou  here  lie  ! 

Caf,  Mark  Antony, 

yint.  Pardon  me,  Cains  Caffius : 
The  enemies  of  Caefar  fiiall  fay  this ; 
Then,  in  a  friend,  it  is  cold  miOdeily, 

Caf.  I  blame  you  not  for  praifing  Caefar  fo  ; 
But  what  compaft  mean  you  to  have  with  us  ? 
Will  you  be  prick'd  in  number  of  our  friends; 
Or  fhall  we  on,  and  not  depend  on  you  ? 

j^nt.  Therefore   I  took  your  hands ;  but  was,  in- 
deed, 
Sway'd  from  the  point,  by  looking  down  on  Caefar, 
Friends  am  I  with  you  all,  and  love  you  all ; 
Upon  this  hope,  that  you  faall  give  me  reafgns. 
Why,  and  wherein,  Casfar  was  dangerous. 

Bru*  Or  elfe  were  this  a  favage  fpeflacle  : 
Our  reafons  are  fo  full  of  good  regard. 
That  were  you,  Antony,  the  fon  of  Csfar, 
You  fhould  be  fatisfied, 

yf/z^  That's  all  1  feek  : 
And  am  moreover  fuitor,  that  I  may 
Produce  his  body  to  the  market  place  ; 
And  in  the  pulpit,  as  becomes  a  friend. 
Speak  in  the  order  of  his  funeral, 

Bru» 
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Bru,  You  fhall,  Mark  Antony. 

Caf,  Brutus,  a  word  with  you.- • 

You  know  not  what  you  do  ;  Do  not  confent,  \^^/ide. 
That  Antony  fpeak  in  his  funeral : 
Know  you  how  much  the  people  may  be  mov'd 
By  that  which  he  will  utter  ? 

Bru,  By  your  pardon  ; 
I  will  myfelf  into  the  pulpit  firft, 
And  Ihew  the  reafon  of  our  Caefar's  death  : 
What  Antony  fhall  fpeak,  I  will  proteft 
He  fpeaks  by  leave  and  by  permiffion  ; 
And  that  we  are  contented,  Caefar  fhall 
Have  all  true  rites,  and  lawful  ceremonies. 
It  fhall  advantage  more,  than  do  us  wrong, 

Caf.  I  know  not  what  may  fall ;  I  like  it  not. 

Bru*  Mark  Antony,  here  take  your  Caefar's  body. 
You  fhall  not  in  your  funeral  fpeech  blame  us, 
But  fpeak  all  good  you  can  devife  of  Csefar  j 
And  fay,  you  do't  by  our  permiffion  ; 
EHe  fliall  you  not  have  any  hand  at  all 
About  his  funeral  :  And  you  Ihall  fpeak 
In  the  fame  pulpit  whereto  I  am  going, 
After  my  fpeech  is  ended. 

Alt.  Be  it  fo  ; 
I  do  defire  no  more. 

Brti.  Prepare  th€  body  then,  and  follow  us. 

\_Exeunt  Confpirators, 

Manet  Antony. 

Ant,  O  pardon  me,  thou  bleeding  piece  of  earth. 
That  I  am  meek  and  gentle  with  thefe  butchers  ! 
Thou  art  the  ruins  of  the  nohlefl  man, 
That  ever  lived  in  the  tide  of  times. 
Woe  to  the  hand  that  filed  this  coftly  blood  ! 
Over  thy  wounds  now  do  I  prophefy, — 
Vv'hich,  like  dumb  miOnths  do  ope  their  ruby  lips. 
To  beg  the  voice  and  utterance  of  my  tongue  ; — 
A  curfe  fliall  light  upon  the  limbs  of  men  ; 
Domeftic  fury,   and  fierce  civil  ftrife, 
Shall  cumber  all  the  parts  of  Italy  : 

Blood 
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Blood  and  deftrufllon  fhall  be  fo  in  tife. 
And  dreadful  objects  fo  familiar, 
That  mothers  fhall  butfmile,  when  they  behold 
Their  infants  quarter'd  with  the  hands  of  war  ; 
All  pity  chok'd  with  cuflom  of  fell  deeds : 
And  Caefar's  fpirit,  ranging  for  revenge, 
With  Ate  by  his  fide,  come  hot  from  hell. 
Shall  in  thefe  confines,  with  a  monarch's  voice, 
Cry  Havockj,  and  let  flip  the  dogs  of  war  ; 
That  this  foul  deed  fliall  fmell  above  the  earth 
With  carrion  men,  groaning  for  burial. 

Enter  a  Servant, 

You  ferve  06lavius  Caf^far,  do  you  not  ? 

SerV:  I  do,  Mark  Antony. 

Ant,  C«far  did  write  for  him,  to  come  to  Rome. 

Serv.    He  did  receive  his  letters,   and  is  coming  ; 
And  bid  me  fay  to  you  by  w^ord  of  mouth, — — 
O  Csefar  !—       '  \_Seemg  the  BoJy» 

Ant,  Thy  heart  is  big ;  get  thee  apart,  and  weep. 
Paffion,  I  lee,  is  catching;  for  mine  eyes. 
Seeing  thofc  beads  of  forrovv  Hand  in  thine. 
Began  to  water.     Is  thy  mailer  coming  ? 

Serv,  He    lies    to-night    within    feven    leagues    of 
Rome. 

Ant.  Poft  back  with  fpeed,  and  tell  him  what  hath, 
chanc'd  : 
Here  is  a  mourning  Rome,  a  dangerous  Rome, 
No  Rome  of  fafety  for  Odavius  yet ; 
Hie  hence,  and  tell  him  fo.     Yet,  Hay  a  while  ; 
Thou  flialt  not  back,  'till  I  have  borne  this  corfe 
Into  the  market-place  :  there  fliall  I  try, 
In  my  oration,  how  the  people  take 
The  cruel  ilTue  of  thefe  bloody  men  ; 
According  to  the  which  thou  llialt  difcourfe 
To  young  0<^avius  of  the  Itate  of  things. 
Lend  me  your  hand.         \E^'eunty  with  Cjesar'^  hody. 


iCEiiSE 
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SCENE    IF.     The  Forum. 
Enter  Brutus,  <7«(r/  Cassius,  with  the  Plebeians, 

Pleb^  We  will  be  fatisfied  ;  let  us  be  fatisfied. 

Bru»    Then    follow  me,    and    give    me    audience, 

friends. 

Caffius,  go  you  into  the  other  llrect, 

And  part  the  numbers. — 

Thofe  that  will  hear  me  fpeak,  let  tljem  ftay  here; 

Thofe  that  Avill  follow  Caffius,  go-  with  him  ; 

And  public  reafons  fliall  be  rendered 

Of  Ccefar's  death. 

1  Pleb,   I  will  hear  Brutus  fpealc. 

2  Pleb.   I  will  hear  Cailius  3  and  compare  their  rea- 

fons. 
When  feverally  we  hear  them  rendered. 

\jLxlt  Cassius,  with  fome  of  the  Plebeians, 
Brtjtus  ^"f5  Into  the  Roflrum. 

'X  Pleb.  The  noble  Brutus  is  afcended  :  Silence  I 

Bru.  Be  patient  'till  the  lair. 
Romans,  countrymen,  and  lovers!  hear  me  for  my 
caufe  ;  and  be  lilent,  that  you  may  hear  :  believe  me 
for  mine  honour  ;  and  have  refpeft  to  m.ine  honour, 
that  you  may  believe  :  cenfure  me  in  your  wifdom  ; 
and  awake  yc^r  fenfes,  that  you  may  the  better  judge. 
If  there  be  any  in  this  affembly,  any  dear  friend  of 
Csefar's,  to  hi  in  I  fay,  that  Brutus'  love  to  Csefar  was 
no  lefs  than  his.  If  then  that  friend  demand,  why 
Brutus  rofe  againft  Caefar,  this  is  my  anfwer, — Not 
that  1  lov'd  Cisfar  lefs,  but  that  I  lov'd  Rome  more. 
Had  you  ra.ther  Csfar  were  living,  and  die  all  flaves  ; 
than  that  Csfar  -^/ere  dead,  to  live  all  free  men  ?  As 
Csfar  lov'd  me,  I  vreep  for  him  ;  as  he  was  fortunate, 
I  rejoice  at  it;  as  he  was  valiant,  I  honour  him  :  but 
as  be  was  ambitious,  1  flew  him  :  There  are  tears,  for 
his  love  ;  joy,  for  his  fortune  \  honour,  for  his  valour; 
and  death,  for  his  ambition.  "VVho  is  here  fo  bafe, 
that  would  be  a  bond-man  r  If  any,  fpeak;  for  him 

have 
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have  I  ofFended.  Who  is  here  fo  rude,  that  would 
not  be  a  Roman  ?  If  any,  fpeak;  for  him  have  I  of- 
fended. Who  is  here  fo  vile,  that  v/ill  not  love  his 
country  ?  IF  any,  fpeak  ;  for  him  I  have  offended.  I 
paiife  for  a  reply. 

j^IL  None,  Brutiis,  none* 

Bm,  Then  none  have  I  ofFended.  I  have  done  no 
more  to  C^efar,  than  you  fliall  do  to  Brutus,  The 
queflion  of  his  death  is  enroli'd  in  the  Capitol :  his 
glory  not  extenuated,  vvherein  he  was  worthy;  nor 
his  offences  enforc'd,  for  which  be  fuffer'd  death. 

Erder  Mark  Antony,  ^c.  zvlth  Cesar's  body. 

Here  comes  his  body,  mourn'd  by  Mark  Antony-: 
who,  though  he  had  no  hand  in  his  death,  fhall  re- 
ceive the  benefit  of  his  dying,  a  place  in  the  common- 
wealth ;  As  which  of  you  (hall  not  ?  With  this  I  de- 
part; That,  as  I  flew  my  beir:  lover  for  the  good  of 
Rome,  I  have  the  fame  dagger  for  myfelf,  when  it 
fiiall  pleafe  my  country  to  need  my  death, 
j^lL  Live,  Brutus,  live  I  live ! 

1  Pleb,    Bring   him  with    triumph   home  unto   his  ^ 

houfe. 

2  Pleh,  Give  him  a  flatue  with  his  anceilors. 

3  Pleb.  Let  him  be  Caefar, 

4  Pleb.  Csfar's  better  parts 
Shall  be  crown'd  in  Brutus. 

2  Pleb,  V/e'll  bring  him  to  his  houfe  with   fhouts 
and  clamours. 

Bru.   My  countrymen, — - 

2  Pleb,  Peace  ;  lilence  !   Brutus  fpeaks, 

I   Pleb.   Peace,  ho  ! 

Bru.  Good  countrymen,  let  me  depart  alone,     - 
And,  for  my  fake,  ftay  here  with  Antony  : 
Do  grace  to  C^efar's  corpfe,   and  grace  hisfpeech 
Tending  to  Caefar's  glories :  which  Mark  Antony 
By  our  permiiHon  is  allovvM  to  make. 
I  do  entreat  you,  not  a  man  depart, 
bave  I  alone,  'till  Antony  have  fpoke.  \_Exk, 

I   Pleh.  Stay,  ho  I  and  let  us  hear  Mark  ilntony. 

3  Pleb. 
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3  Pleb»  Let  hlm^o  up  Into  the  puWic  chair; 
We'll  hear  him  : — Noble  Antony,  go  up. 

^nt.  For  Brutus'  fake,  I  am  beholden  to  you* 

4  Pleb,  What  does  he  fay  of  Brutus  ? 

3  Pleb.  He  fays  for  Brutus'  fake. 
He  finds  himfelf  beholden  to  us  all. 

4  Pleb,  'Twere  bell  he  fpeak  no  harm  of  Brutus 

here. 

1  Pleb.  This  Caefar  was  a  tyrant. 
3   Pleb,  Nay,  that's  certain. 

We  are  bleft  that  Rome  is  rid  of  him. 

2  Pleb.  Peace  ;  let  us  hear  what  Antony  can  fay. 
j^nt.  You  gentle  Romans, — 

All.  Peace,  ho  !  let  us  hear  lilm. 

jint.  Friends,  Romans,  countrymen,  lend  me  your " 
ears ; 
,1  come  to  bury  Caefar,  not  to  praife  hliis. 
The  evil  that  men  do,  lives  after  them; 
The  gCod  is  oft  interred  with  their  bones  ; 
So  let  it  be  with  Caefar!   The  noble  Brutus 
Hath  told  you,  Caefar  was  ambitious : 
If  it  were  fo,  it  was  a  grievous  fault ; 
And  grievoufly  hath  Csfar  anfwer'd  it. 
Here,  under  leave  of  Brutus,  and  the  reft 
(For  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man  ; 
So  are  they  all,  all  honourab'e  .Tien) 
Come  I  to  fpeak  in  C  aefar's  funeral. 
He  was  my  friend,  faithful  and  juft  to  me  ; 
But  Brutus  fays,  he  was  ambitious  ; 
And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man. 
He  hath  brought  many  captives  home  to  Rome, 
Whofe  ranfoms  did  the  general  coffers  fill : 
Did  this  in  Casfar  feem  ambitious  ? 
When  that  the  poor  have  cry'd,   Cslar  hath  wept : 
Ambition  fiiould  be  madeof  flerner  llulF: 
"tet  Brutus  fays  he  was  ambitious  : 
And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man. 
You  all  did  fee  that,  on  the  Lupercal, 
I  thrice  preiented  him  a  kingly  crown. 
Which  he  did  thrice  refufe.     Was  this  ambition  } 

Yet 
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Yet  Brutus  fays,  he  was  ambitious ; 

And  furehe  is  an  honourable  man. 

I  fpeak  not  to  difprove  what  Brutus  fpoke. 

But  here  I  am  to  fpeak  what  I  do  know. 

You  all  did  love  him  once,  not  without  caufe  ; 

What  caufe  withholds  you  then  to  mourn  for  him  f — 

0  judgment,  thou  art  fled  to  brutifli  beafts, 

And  men  have  loft  their  reafon  !■ — Bear  with  me  ; 
My  heart  is  in  the  coffin  there  with  Caefar, 
And  I  muft  paufe'  till  it  come  back  to  me. 

1  Ple^,  Methinks  there  is  much  reafon  in  his  fay- 

ings. 

2  PIeh»  If  thou  confider  rightly  of  the  matter, 
Csefar  has  had  great  wrong. 

3  Pleb.  Has  he,  mafters  ? 

1  fear  there  will  a  worfe  come  in  his  place, 

4  Pleb,  Mark'd   ye  his  words  ?  He  would  not  take 

the  crown  ; 
Therefore,  'tis  certain,  he  was  not  ambitious. 

1  Pieb,  If  it  be  found  fo,  fome  will  dear  abide  it. 

2  Pkh.  Poor  foul !  his   eyes   are   red   as  fire  with 

weeping. 

3  Pkb,  There's  not   a  nobler  man  of  Rome,  than 

Antony. 

4  Pleb,  Now  mark  him,  he  begins  again  to  fpeak. 
J^;z^  But  yellerday  the  word  of  Caefar  might 

Have  ftood  againft  the  world  :  now  lies  he  there, 
And  none  fo  poor  to  do  him  reverence. 

0  miafters  !  if  I  were  difpos'd  to  ftir 
Your  hearts  and  minds  to  mutiny  and  rage, 

1  fhould  do  Brutus  wrong,  and  Caffius  wrongs 
Who,  ybu  all  know,  are  honourable  men  : 

1  will  not  do  them  wrong  :  I  rather  choofe 
To  wrong  the  dead,  to  wrong  myfelf,  and  you. 
Than  I  will  wrong  fuch  honourable  men. 
But  here's  a  parchm.ent  with  the  feal  of  Csefar  : 
I  found  it  in  his  clofct,  'tis  his  will  : 
Let  but  the  commons  hear  this  teftament 


(VVhich,  pardon  me,  I  do  not  mean  to  read). 
And  thev  would  s^o  and  kifs  dead  Ca^far's  woi 


unds, 

And 
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And  dip  their  napkins  in  his  facred  blood  ; 
Yea,  beg  a  hair  of  him  for  memory, 
And,  dying,  mention  it  within  their  wills, 
Bequeathing  it,   as  a  rich  legacy. 
Unto  their  iffue. 

4  PId,  We'll  hear  the  will :  Read  it,  MarR  An- 
tony. 

j^il.  The  will,  the  w^ill ;  we  will  hear  Caefar's  will. 

^nU  Have  patience,  gentle  friends,  I  muft  not  read 

it; 

It  is  not  meet  you  know  how  Csfar  lov'd  you. 
You  are  not  wood,  you  are  not  ftones,  but  men; 
And,  being  men,  hearing  the  will  of  Cssfar, 
It  will  inflame  you,  it  will  make  you  mad  : 
'Tis  good  you  know  not  that  you  are  his  heirs ; 
For  if  you  fhould,  O,  what  would  come  of  it ! 

4  Plelf.  Read  the  will ;  we  w^ll  hear  it,  Antony  ; 
You  fhall  read  us  the  will;  C^far's  will, 

j^?it.  Will  you  be  patient  ?  will  you  flay  a  while  ; 
I  have  o'er-fnot  myfelf,  to  tell  you  of  it. 
I  fear  I  wrong  the  honourable  men, 
Whofe  dasrgers  have  flabb'd  Cssfar  :  I  do  fear  it. 

4  Pkb.  They  were  traitors  :  Honourable  men  1 

J^iL  TUe.  will  !  the  teftament  ! 

2  P/eh,^  T^hey  were  villains,  murderers  :   the  will  ! 
read  the  will  I 

^nt.  You  will  compel  me  then  to  read  the  will  ?— 
Then  make  a  ring  about  the  corpfe  of  Caefar, 
And  let  me  fhew  you  him  that  made  the  will. 
Shall  T  defcend  ?  And  will  you  give  me  leave  ? 

^//.  Come  down. 

2  Pieb.  Defcend.  [He  conus  doivn  from  the  pulpit, 

3  Pleb.   You  fhall  have  leave. 

4  Pleb.  A  ring  ;  ftand  round. 

1  P/eb.  Stand  from  thehearfe,  ftand  from  the  body. 

2  Pleb,  Room  for  Antony  ; — moft  noble  Antony. 
^nt.  Nay,  prefs  not  fo  upon  me  :  fland  far  off. 
^11.  Stand  back  1  j-oom  !  bear  back  ! 

^nt.  If  you  have  tears,  prepare  to  fhed  them  now. 
You  all  do  know  this  mantle  :  I  remember 

The 
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The  firft  time  ever  Ca^far  put  it  on  ; 

*Twas  on  a  fummer's  evening  in  his  tent ; 

That  day  he  overcame  the  Nervii :  •— - 

Look !  in  this  place,  ran  Caflius'  dagger  through  t 

See,  what  a  rent  the  envious  Cafca  made : 

Through  this,  the  well-beloved  Brutus  flabb'd  ; 

And  as  he  pluck'd  his  curfed  Heel  away, 

Mark  how  the  blood  of  Caelar  foUow'd  it ; 

As  rufhing  out  of  doors,  to  be  refolv'd 

If  Brutus  fo  unkindly  knock'd,  or  no; 

For  Brutus,  as  you  know,  was  Casfar*s  angel  t 

Judge,  O  you  gods,  how  dearly  Caefar  lov'd  him  ! 

This  was  the  moft  unkindell  cut  of  all : 

For  when  the  noble  Caefar  favv  him  flab, 

Ingratitude,  more  ftrongthan  traitors' arms, 

Quite  vanquifh'd  him  i  then  burli  his  mighty  heart; 

And,  in  his  mantle  muffling  up  his  face, 

Even  at  the  bafe  of  Pompey's  ftatue. 

Which  all  the  while  ran  blood,  great  Csefar  felU 

O,  what  a  fall  was  there,  my  countrymen  ! 

Then  1,  and  you,  and  all  of  us  fell  down, 

Whilft  bloody  treafon  ilourifh'd  over  us. 

O,  now  you  weep  ;  and,  I  perceive,  you  feel 

The  dint  of  pity  :  thefe  are  gracious  drops ; 

Kind  fouls,  what,  weep  you,  when  you  but  behold 

Our  Csefar's  vefture  wounded  ?  Look  you  here  ! 

Here  is  himfelf,  marr'd,  as  you  fee,  with  traitors. 

1  Pleh.  O  piteous  fpeftacle  ! 

2  Pleb.  O  noble  Caefar ! 

3  Pleb.  O  woeful  day  ! 

4  Pleb»  O  traitors,  villains! 

1  Pleh,  O  moft  bloody  fight  ! 

2  Pkb.  We  will  be  reveng'd  :  Revenge  :  About,— 
Seek>— burn,--fire,-^kill, — flay!  —  let  not   a  traitor 

live* 
Ant*  Stay,  countrymen. 

1  PleL  Peace  there  :  Hear  the  noble  Antony. 

2  Pld.  We'll  hear  him,  we'll  follow  him,  we'll  die 
with  him. 

D  Jnt. 
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j^nt.  Good   friends,  fweet  friends,  let  me   not  llir 
you  up 
To  fuch  a  fudden  flood  of  mutiny. 
They  that  have  done  this  deed,  are  honourable  ; 
What  private  griefs  they  have,  alas,  I  know  not. 
That  made  them  do  it;  they  are  w^ife,  and   honour- 
able; 
And  will,  no  doubt,  with  reafons  anfwer  you. 
I  come  not,  friends,  to  ileal  away  your  hearts  ; 
I  am  no  oritor,  as  Brutus  is  : 
But,  as  you  know  m^e  all,  a  plain  blunt  man, 
That  love  my  friend;  and  that  they  know  full  well 
That  save  me  public  leave  to  fpeak  of  him. 
For  I  have  neither  wit,  nor  words,  nor  worth, 
Aftion  nor  utterance,  nor  the  power  of  fpeech. 
To  ftir  men's  blood  :  I  only  fpeak  right  on  ; 
I  tell  you  that  which  you  yourfelves  do  know  ; 
Shew   you  fweet  Csefar's   wounds,  poor,  poor  dumb 

mouths  ! 
And  bid  them  fpeak  for  me  :  But  were  I  Brutus, 
And  Brutus  Antony,  there  were  an  Antony 
Would  rufSe  up  your  fpirits,  and  put  a  tongue 
In  every  wound  of  Caefar,  that  fhould  move 
The  flones  of  Rome  to  rife  and  mutiny. 

JIL  We'll  mutiny. 

I  Pleh,  We'll  burn  the  hcufe  of  Brutus. 

3  Pleb,   Away  then,  come,  feek  the  confpirators. 

jint.    Yet  hear  .me,    countrymen ;     yet   he^r   me 
fpeak. 

AIL  Peace,  ho  !   Hear  Antony,  moil  noble  Antony. 

Ant,  Why,  friends,  you  go   to  do  you  know  not 
what : 
Wherein  hath  Csfar  {o  deferv'd  your  loves? 
Alas,  you  know  not : — I  muil  tell  yOu  then  : — 
You  have  forgot  the  will  I  told  you  of. 

JIL  Mofl  true  ; — the  will ;— let's  ilay,  and  hear  the 
will. 

Ant*  Here  is  the  ivill,  and  under  Ccefar's  feal. 
To  every  Roman  citizen  he  gives, 
To  every  feveral  man,  feventv-iive  drachmas. 

2  Pleb, 
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2  Plcb,    Moft  noble    Caefar ! — We'll  revenge   his 

death, 

3  Pleh,  O  royal  Casfar  ! 
Z4nt.  Hear  me  with  patience. 
JIL  Peace,  ho  ! 

Ant.  Moreover,  he  hath  left  you  all  his  walks. 
His  private  arboursj  and  new-planted  orchards. 
On  this  iide  Tiber  ;  he  hath  left  them  you. 
And  to  your  heirs  for  ever  ;  common  pleafures. 
To  walk  abi  oad,  and  recreate  yourfelves. 
Here  was  a  Caefar  :  When  comes  fuch  another  ? 

1  Pleb»  Never,  never  : — come,  away,  away : 
We'll  burn  his  body  in  the  holy  place, 

And  with  the  brands  fire  the  traitors'  houfes. 
Take  up  the  body. 

2  Pleb,  Go,  fetch  fire. 

3  Pleb.   Pluck  down  benches; 

4  Pleb.  Pluck  down  forms,  windows,  any  thing. 

"[^Exeunt  Plebeians,  with  the  body. 
Ant.   Now  let  it  work  :  Mifchief,  thou  art  afoot. 
Take  thou  what  courfe  thouwilt! -Hownow,  fellow? 

Enter  a  Servants 

Serv.  Sir,  Oftavius  is  already  come  to  Rome, 

Ant.  Where  is  he  ? 

Serv,   He  and  Lepidus  are  at  Caefar's  houfe. 

Ant.  And  thither  will  I  ftrait  to  vifit  him  : 
He  comes  upon  a  wifh.     Fortune  is  merry. 
And  in  this  mood  will  give  us  any  thing. 

Serv.  I  heard  him  fay,   Brutus  and  Caffius 
Are  rid  like  madmen  through  the  gates  of  Rome. 

Ant.  Belike,  they  had  fome  notice  of  the  people. 
How  I  had  mov'd  them.     Bring  me  to  Odavius. 

\_Exetmt. 


SCENE    HI.     A  Street. 
Enter  Cinna  the  Poet,  and  after  him,  the  Plebeians, 

Cin,  I  dreamt  to-night  that  I  did  feaft  with  Csefar, 

D  2  Aail 
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And  things  unluckily  charge  my  fantafjr : 
I  have  no  will  to  wander  forth  of  doors. 
Yet  fomething  leads  me  forth. 

1  Pklf.  What  is  your  name  ? 

2  P/eh,  Whither  are  you  going  ? 

3  Pkb,  Where  do  you  dwell  ? 

4  Pleh.  Are  you  a  married  man,  or  a  bachelor  ?' 

2  Pkb,  Anfwer  every  man  direftly, 

1  Pki?»  Ay,  and  briefly. 
4  Pleb^  Ay,  and  wifely. 

3  Pleb.  Ay,  and  truly,  you  were  bef!. 

Cin,  What   is  my  name?    whither    am  I    going? 
where  do  I  dwell?  am  I  a  married  man,  or  a  bache- 
lor? Then  to  anfwer  every  man  direftly,  and  briefly, 
%  wifely,  and  truly.     Wifely  I  fay,  lam  a  bachelor, 

2  Pkh.  That's  as  much\as  to  fay,  they  are  fools  thai 
marry  : — You^U  bear  me  a  bang  for  that,  I  fear.  Pro- 
ceed ;  dlredly. 

Cin,  Diredlly,  I  am  going  to  Caefar's  funeral. 

1  Pkb.  As  a  friend  or  an  enemy  ? 
Cifu  As  a  friend. 

2  Plcb,  That  matter  is  anfwer'd  direftty, 

4  Pkl;.  For  your  dwelling,— briefly. 
Cin,  Briefly,  I  dwell  by  the  CapitoL 

3  PIclf.  Your  name,  fir,  truly. 
Cin.  Truly,  my  name  is  Cinna. 

I  Pld,  Tear  him  to  pieces,  he's  a  confpirator. 
Cin,  I  am  Cinna  the  poet,  I  am  Cinna  the  poet. 

4  Pkb.  Tear  him  for  his  bad  verfes,  tear  him  for 
his  bad  verfes. 

Cm.  I  am  not  Cinna  the  confpirator. 

4  Pleb.  It  is  no  matter,  his  nameV  Cinna ;  pluck 
but  his  name  out  of  his  heart,  and  turn  him  going. 

3  Pleb,  Tear  him,  tear  him.  Come,  brands,  ho  T 
firebrands.  To  Brutus'  and  to  Caflius',  burn  all. 
Some  to  Deeius'  houfe,  and  fome  to  Gafca's,  fome  to 
Ligarius :  away  i  go.  [^Exeunt, 

ACT 


Julius  C^sar.  53 

ACT      IV. 

SCENE    I.     On  a  f mall  I/land  near  Mutina, 
JF^/^r  Antony,  Octavius,  ^jWLepi^us, 

Antony, 


i  HESE  many  then  fhall  die ;  their  names  are  prlck'd. 

O^a,  Your   brother  too   muft  die;  Confent  you^ 
Lepidus  ? 

Lep,  I  do  confent. 

Oila,  Prick  him  down,  Antony. 

Lep.  Upon  condition  Publius  fhall  not  live. 
Who  is  your  lifter's  fon,  Mark  Antony. 

Ant,  He  fhall  not  live ;  look,  with  a  fpot  I  damn 
him. 
But,  Lepidus,  go  you  to  Caefar's  houfe  ; 
Fetch  the  will  hither,  and  we  fhall  determine 
How  to  cut  off  fbme charge  in  legacies. 

Lep.  What,  (h^ll  I  find  you  here  ? 

O^a,  Or  here,  or  at  the'  Capitol.      \Exit  Lepidus. 

Ant,  This  is  a  flight  unmeritable  man, 
Meet  to  be  fent  on  errands  ;  Is  it  fit. 
The  three-fold  world  divided,  he  fhould  fland 
One  of  the  thr^  to  fhare  it  ? 

Oiia.  So  you  thought  him  ; 
And  took  his  voice  whofhouLd  beprick-d  to  die, 
In  our  black  fentence  and  profcription. 

Ant.  0£lavius,  I  have  leen  more  days  than  you: 
And  though  we  lay  thefe  honours  on  this  man, 
To  eafe  ourfelves  of  divers  flanderous  loads. 
He  fhall  but  bear  them  as  the  afs  bears  gold. 
To  groan  and  fweat  under  the  bulinefs. 
Either  led  or  driven,  as  we  point  the  way ; 
And  having  brought  our  treafure  where  we  wlll^ 
Then  take  we  down  his  load,  and  turn  him  oiL 

^  3  Lik9 
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Like  to  the  empty  afs,  to  fhake  his  ears, 
And  graze  in  commons. 

OBa^  You  may  do  your  will  ; 
But  he's  a  try'd  and  valiant  foldier. 

Ant*  So  is  my  horfe,  0£tavius  :  and,  for  that, 
I  do  appoint  him  flore  of  provender. 
It  is  a  creature  that  I  teach  to  fight, 
To  Vi^ind,  to  ftop,  to  run  dire£lly  on  ; 
His  corporal  motion  govern'd  by  my  fpirit. 
And,  in  fom^e  tafte,  is  Lepidus  but  f o  ; 
He  muft  be  taught,  and  train'd,  and  bid  go  forth  : 
A  barren-fpirited  fellow  ;  one  that  feeds 
On  objects,  arts,  and  imitations.; 
Which,  outofufe,  and  flal'd  by  other  men, 
Begin  his  fafliion  :  do  not  talk  of  him, 
But  as  a  property.     And  now,  06tavius, 
Liften  great  things.     Brutus  and  Caffius 
Are  levying  powers :  we  muft  ftraight  make  heed  : 
Therefore  let  our  alliance  be  combin'd. 
Our  bell  friends  made,  and  our  befh  means  flretch'd 

out ; 
And  let  us  prefently  go  fit  in  council. 
How  covert  matters  may  be  befl  difclos'd, 
And  open  perils  furefl  anfwered. 

O^ia,  Let  us  do  fo:  for  we  are  the  flake, 
And  bay'd  about  with  many  enemies  : 
And  fome,  that  fmile,  have  in  their  hearts,  I  fear. 
Millions  of  mifchief.  \_Exeunt. 


SCENE     IL      Before  Brutus'   Tent^  In  the  Camp 
near  Sardis*      Drum. 

Enter  BKVTVSy  Lucilius,  and  Soldiers  :  TiTlNius  and 
PiNDARUS  meeting  them. 

Bru»  Stand,  ho  I 

Luc.  Give  the  word,  ho  !  and  ftand. 
Bru*  What  now,  Lucilius  ?,  is-  Caffius  near  ? 
Luc,  He  is  at  hand  ;  and  Pindarus  is  come 
To  do  you  falutation  from  his  mafter, 

Bru, 
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Bru,  He  greets  me  well. — Your  mafler,  Pindarus, 
In  his  own  change,  or  by  ill  officers, 
Hath,  given  me  fome  worthy  caufe  to  wifh 
Things  done,  undone  :  but,  if  he  be  at  hand, 
I  fhail  be  fatisfied. 

Pin.  I  do  not  doubt, 
But  that  my  noble  mafterwill  appear 
Such  as  he  is,  full  of  regard  and  honour. 

Bru.  He  is  not  doubted. — A  word,  Lucilius  ;— 
How  he  receiv'd  you,  let  me  be  refolv'd. 

Luc.  With  courtefy,  and  with  refpe£l  enough  ; 
But  not  with  fuch  familiar  inftances. 
Nor  with  fuch  free  and  friendly  conference. 
As  he  hath  us'd  of  old. 

Bru,  Thou  haft  defcrib'd 
A  hot  friend  cooling:  Ever  note,  Lucilius, 
When  love  begins  to  ficken  and  decay, 
It  ufeth  an  enforced  ceremony. 
There  are  no  tricks  in  plain  and  {imple  faith  : 
But  hollow  men,  like  horfes  hot  at  hand, 
Make  gallant  ihew  and  promife  of  their  mettle  ; 
But  when  they  fhould  endure  the  bloody  fpur. 
They  fall  their  crells,  and,  like  deceitful  jades. 
Sink  in  the  trial.     Comes  his  army  on  ? 

Luc,  They  mean  this  night  in  Sardis  to  be  quar- 
tered ; 
The  greater  part,  the  horfe  in  general, 
Are  come  with  Callius.  [^Afarch  within^ 

Bru.  Hark,  heisarriv'd: — 
March  gently  on  to  meet  him. 

Enter  Cassius,  and  Soldiers, 

Caf,  Stand,  ho  1 

Bru,  Stand,  ho  !  Speak  the  word  along, 

Jfithin.  Stand. 

ffithin.  Stand. 

Within.  Stand. 

Caf.    Moll   noble    brother,     you    have    done    me 


wrong. 
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Bru,  Judge  me,  you  gods!  Wrong  I  mine  enemies? 
And,  if  notfo,  how  flaould  I  wrong  a  brother  ? 

Caft     Brutus,     this    ibber    form    of    yours  hides 
wrongs; 
And  when  you  do  them-^ 

Bm*  Cailius,  be  content. 
Speak  your  griefs  foftly, — I  do  know  you  well  ; 
Before  the  eyes  of  both  our  armies  here, 
Which  fliould  perceive  nothing  but  love  from  us. 
Let  us  not  wrangle  :  Bid  them  move  away ; 
Then  in  my  tent,  Cailius,  enlarge  your  griefs. 
And  I  will  give  you  audience, 

Caf.  Pindarus, 
Bid  our  commanders  lead  their  charges  off 
A  little  from  this  ground. 

Bru,  Lucilius,  do  you  the  like ;  and  let  no  man 
Come  to  our  tent,  'till  we  have  "done  our  conference. 
Let  Lucius  and  Titinius  guard  our  door,  ]^Exeunt» 


SCENE    IlL     The  infide  0/ Brutus'  Teyiu 
Enter  Brutus,  cw^Cassius. 

Caf.  That  you  have  wrong'd  me,  doth  appear   in 
this : 
You  have  condemn'd  and  noted  Lucius  Pella, 
For  taking  bribes  here  of  the  Sardians ; 
Wherein,  my  letter,  praying  on  his  lide, 
Eecaufe  \  knew  the  man,  was  flighted  off, 

Briu  You  wrong'd  yourfelf,  to  write  in  fuch  a  cafe, 

C^j,  In  fuch  a  time  as  this,  it  is  not  meet 
That  every  nice  offence  fliould  bear  his  comment. 

Bru»  Let  me  tell  you,  CafTius,  you  yourfelf 
Are  much  condemned  to  have  an  itching  palm 
To  fell  and  mart  your  offices  for  gold^ 
To  undefervers. 

Caf,  I  an  itching  palm  ? 
You  know  that  you  are  Brutus  that  fpeak  this, 
Or,  by  the  gods,  this  fpeech  were  elfe  your  laff, 

Bm. 
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Br7u  The  name  of  Caffius  honours  this  corruption. 
And  chaftifement  doth  therefore  hide  his  head. 

Caf.  .Chaftifement! 

BrU'    Remember  March,  the  ides  of    March   rc« 
member  !  / 

Did  not  great  Julius  bleed  for  juftlce'  fake  ? 
What  villain  touch'd  his  body,  that  did  flab. 
And  not  for  juftice  ?   What,  fhall  one  of  us. 
That  ftriack  the  fpremaft  man  of  all  this  world. 
But  for  fppporting robbers;  fhall  we  now 
Contaminate  our  -angers  with  bafe  bribes  ? 
And  fell  the  mighty  fpace  of  our  large  honour^. 
For  fo  much  traih,  as  may  be  grafped  thus  ?~ ' 
I  had  rather  be  a  dog,  and  bay  the  inoon^ 
Than  fuch  a  Roman. 

Caf,  Brutus,  bay  not  me, 
I'll  not  endure  it :  you  forget  yourfelf, 
To  hedge  me  In  ;  1  am  a  foldier,  J, 
Older  in  p|-a£lice,  abler  than  yourfelf 
To  make  conditions. 

Bru.  Goto;   you  are  not,  Caflius, 

Caf,  I  am, 

Bru,  I  fay,  you  are  not. 

Caf,  Urge  me  no  miOre,  T  fhall  forget  myfelf ; 
Have  mind  upon  your  health,  tempt  me  no  further* 

Bru,  Away,  flight  man  ! 

Caf  Is't  poffible  ? 

Brii,  Hear  me,  for  I  will  fpeak. 
Muft  I  give  way  and  room  to  your  rafli  choler  ? 
Shall  I  be  frighted,  when  a  madman  ftares  ? 

Caf.  O  ye  gods  !  ye  gods  I  Mull  1  endure  all  this  ? 

Bru,  All  this  ?    ay,  more  :    Fret,  till   your  proud 
heart  break  ; 
Go  fhew  your  flaves  how  cholerick  you  are, 
And  make  your  bondmen  tremble.     Muft  I  budge  I 
Muft  I  obferve  you  ?  muft  I  ftand  and  crouch 
Under  your  tefty  humour  V  By  the  gods. 
You  fhall  digeft  the  venom  of  your  fpleen, 
Though  it  do  fplit  you  :  for,  from  this  day  forth, 
I'll  ufe  you  for  my  mirth,  yea,  for  my  laughter. 

When 
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When  you  are  wafpllh, 

Caf.  Is  it  come  to  this  ? 

Bru,  You  fay,  you  are  a  better  foldier  : 
Let  it  appear  fo  ;  make  your  vaunting  true, 
And  it  fhall  pleafe  me  well :   For  mine  own  part, 
I  fhall  be  glad  to  learn  of  noble  men. 

Caf,  You  wrong  me  every  way,    you  wrong  me, 
Brutus ; 
T  faid  an  elder  foldier,  not  a  better  : 
Did  I  fay,  better  ? 

Bru,  If  you  did,  I  care  not. 

Caf.  When   Caefar  liv'd,    he  durft    not  thus    have 
mov'd  me. 

Bru,  Peace,  peace ;  you  duril  not  fo  have  tempted 
him. 

Caf  I  durft  not  ? 

Bru,  No. 

Caf.  What  ?  durft  not  tempt  him  ? 

Bru,  For  your  life  you  durft  not. 

Caf.  Do  not  prefume  too  much  upon  my  love; 
I  may  do  that  1  fhall  be  forry  for. 

Bru,  You  have  done  that  you  fliall  be  forry  for. 
There  is  no  terror,  Caffius,  in  your  threats  j 
For  I  am  arm'd  fo  ftrong  inhonefty, 
That  they  pafs  by  me,  as  the  idle  wind, 
Which  I  refpeft  not.     I  did  fend  to  you 
For  certain  fums  of  gold,  which  yoii  denyM  me; 
For  I  can  raife  no  money  by  vile  means  : 
Bv  heaven,  I  had  rather  coin  my  heart. 
And  drop  my  blood  for  drachmas,  than  to  wring 
From  the  hard  hands  of  peafants  their  vile  trafh. 
By  any  indirefiion.     I  did  fend 
To  you  for  gold  to  pay  my  legions, 
Which  you  deny'd  me  :  Was  that  done  like  Caffius  ? 
Should  1  have  anfwer'd  Caius  Caffius  fo  ? 
When  Marcus  Brutus  grows  fo  covetous, 
To  lock  fuch  rafcal  Counters  from  his  friends, 
Be  ready,  gods,  with  all  your  thunderbolts, 
Dalh  him  to  pieces  ! 

Caf^  I  deny'd  you  not^ 

Bru^ 
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Bru,  You  did. 

Caf.  I  did  not : — lie  was  but  a  fool. 
That  brought  my  anfwer  back. — Brutus  hath  riv'd  mj 

heart : 
A  friend  fhould  bear  his  friend's  infirmities, 
But  Brutus  makes  mine  greater  than  they  are. 

J3ru.  I»do  not,  'till  you  praclife  them  on  me, 

Caf,  You  love  me  not. 

Bru.  I  do  not  like  your  faults. 

Caf.  A  friendly  eye  could  never  fee  fuch  faults. 

Bru»  A  flatterers  would  not,  though  they  do  ap- 
pear 
As  huge  as  high  Olympus. 

Caf,  Come,  Antony,  and  young  Oftavlus,  come. 
Revenge  yourfelves  alone  on  Caffius, 
For  Caffius  is  aweary  of  the  world  : 
Hated  by  one  he  loves ;  brav'd  by  his  brother  ; 
Check'd  like  a  bondman  ;  all  his  faults  obferv^ci. 
Set  in  a  note-book,  learn'd,  and  conn'd  by  rote. 
To  caft  into  my  teeth.     O,  I  could  weep 
Mj  fpirit  from  mine  eyes  !  There  is  my  dagger. 
And  here  my  naked  breaft ;  within,  a  heart 
Dearer  then  Plutus'  mine,  richer  than  gold  : 
If  that  thou  be'ft  a  Roman,  take  it  forth  ; 
I,  that  deny'd  thee  gold,  will  give  my  heart : 
Strike  as  thou  didll"  at  Csefar  ;  for,  I  know. 
When  thou   didft  hate  him  worfl,  thou  lov'dfl  him 

better 
Than  ever  thou  lov'dft  Caffius. 

Bru,  Sheath  your  dagger  : 
Be  angry  when  you  will,  it  fliall  have  fcope  ; 
Do  what  you  will,  difhonour  fliall  be  humour. 
O  Caffius,  you  are  yoked  with  a  lamb, 
That  carries  anger,  as  the  flmt  bears  hre, 
Who,  much  enforced,  fhews  a  haily  fpark. 
And  ilraight  is  cold  again. 

Caf,  Hat!)  Caffius  liv'd 
To  be  but  mirth  and  laughter  to  his  Brutus, 
When  grief,  and  blood  illtemper'd  vexeth  him  ? 

Bru,   When  Ifpoke  that,  I  was  ill-temper'd  too. 

Caf.  Do  you  confefs  fo  much  ?  Give  me  yonr  hand. 

Bru, 
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Bru,  And  my  heart  too. 

Caf.  O  Brutus  !^ 

Bru*  What's  the  matter  ? 

Caf*  Have  not  you  love  enough  to  bear  with  me, 
When  that  rafli  humour,  which  my  mother  gave  me. 
Makes  me  for2;etful  ? 

Bru.  Yes,  Cailius  ;  and,  from  henceforth, 
When  you  are  over-earneft  with  your  Brutus, 
He'll  think  your  mother  chides,  and  leave  you  fo, 

[j^ no'ife  within^- 

Poct.   \withln.~\  Let  me  go  in  to  fee  the  generals; 
There  is  fome  grudge  between  them,  'tis  not  meet 
They  be  alone, 

Luc.  [zuithm.'j  You  fhall  not  come  to  them. 

Feet.   [zuitbi!L~\  Nothing  but  death  ihall  flay  me. 

Efiter  Poet. 

Caf,  How  now?  What's  the  matter  ? 

Fact,  For  fname,  you  generals ;  what  do  you  mean  ? 
Love,  and  be  friendsj  as  two  fuch  men  fhouJd  be ; 
Fori  have  feen  more  years,  I  am  fure,  than  ye. 

Ca/»  Ha,  ha  ;  how-  vilely  doth  this  cynic  rhime  ! 

Bru,  Get  you  hence,  lirrah;  faucy  fellow,  hence. 

Caf.  Bear  with  him,  Brutus;  'li^  his  fafhion. 

Bru,  I'll    know   his  iiumour,    when   he  knows   his 
time  : 
What  fliould  ihe  w'ars  do  with  thefe  jigging  fools  ? — 
Companion,  hence. 

C^/.  Away,  away,  be  gone.  [Exit  Poet, 

Ent^r  Luc IL it: 3  and  TiTiNlus. 

Bru.  Lucilius  and  Titinius,  bid  the  commanders 
Pi-.epare  to  lodge  their  companies  to-night. 

Caf,  And  come  yourfelves,  and  bring  MelTela  with 


you 


Immediately  to  us. 

[Exeunt  LvciLivs  and  TiTiNiue. 
Bru.  Lucius,  a  bowl  of  wine. 

Caf.  I  did  not  think,  you  could  have  been  fo  angry. 
Briu  O  Cafliu?,  I  am  fick  of  manv  sriefs. 

Cof, 


JULIUS  CJESkR,  6% 

Caf.  Of  your  philofopliy  you  make  no  ufe, 
If  you  give  place  to  accidental  evils. 

Bru*  No  man  bears  forrovv  better  :-^Portia  is  dead. 

Caf.  Ha  !  Portia  ? 

Bru,  She  is  dead. 

Caf,  How  fcap'd  I  killing,  when  I  crofsM  you  fo  ? 

0  inlupportable  and  touching  lois  !  — 
Upon  vi^hat  ficknefs  ? 

Bru./  Impatient  of  my  abfence  ; 
And,  grief  that  young  O^lavius  with  Mark  Antony 
Have  made  themfelves  fo  ftrong  ;  for  with  her  death 
That  tidings  came  ; — With  this  (lie  fell  difl:ra£V, 
And,  her  al;tendants  abfent,  fwallow'dfire. 

Caf,  Anddy'dib? 

Bru,  Even  fo. 

Caf.  O  ye  immortal  gods  ! 

Ejiter  Lucius,  ivhh  zvlne  and  tapers, 

Bru,  Speak  no  more  of  her.— ^Give  me  a  bowl  of 
wine  : — 
Ihthis  I  bury  all  unkindnefsj  Caffius.  [^Drinks,. 

Caf.  My  heart  is  thirfty  for  that  noble  pledge  ':— . 
Fill,  Lucius,  'till  the  wine  o'er-fwell  the  cup  ^ 

1  cannot  drink  too  much  of  Brutus'  love. 

Re-enter  TiTiNiUs,  and  Messala. 

Bru,     Come    in,    Titlnius : Welcome,    good 

MelTala* 

Now  fit  we  clofe  about  this  taper  here^ 
And  call  in  quellion  our  neceffitiesj 

Caf,  Portia  !  art  thou  gone  ? 

Bru.  No  more,  I  pray  you.- — -^ 
Meffala,  I  have  here  received  letters, 
That  young  06lavius,  and  Mark  Antony^ 
Come  doWii  upon  us  with  a  mighty  power^ 
Bending  their  expedition  towards  Fhilippi. 

Alef.  Myfelf  have  letters  of  the  felf-fame  tenoiif, 

Bru.  With  w^hat  addition  ? 

■Msf,  That  by  profcription,  arid  bill^  of  outlawry, 
Odavius,   Antony,  and  Lcpidus, 

Have 
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Have  put  to  death  a  hundred  fenators. 

Bru,  Therein  our  letters  do  not  well  agree  | 
Mine  fpeak  of  feventy  fenators,  that  dy'd 
By  their  profcriptions,  Cicero  being  one. 
Caf,  Cicero  one  ? 
Mef,  Cicero  is  dead, 
And  by  that  order  of  profcription- — 
Had  you  your  letters  from  your  wife,  my  lord  ? 
Bru,  No,  MelTala. 

Mcf.  Nor  nothing  in  your  letters  writ  of  her? 
Eriu  Nothing,  MelTala. 
Alef,  That,   methinks,  is  flrange. 
Bru,  Why  alk  you  ?'  Hear   you   aught   of   her  in 

yours  ? 
Mef.  No,  my  lord. 

Bru»  No\v,  as  you  are  a  Roman,  tell  me  true. 
Mef.  Then  like  a  Roman  bear  the  truth  I  tell: 
For  certain  fhe  is  dead,  and  by  ftrange  manner. 

Bru,  Why,  farewell,  Portia. — Wemuftdie,  Mef- 
fala  : 
With  meditating  that  fhe  mufl  die  once, 
I  have  the  patience  to  endure  it  now. 

Mej.  Even  fo  great  men  great  lolTcs  fliould  endure. 
Caf.  I  have  as  much  of  this  in  art  as  you. 
But  yet  my  nature  could  not  bear  it  fo. 

Bru,    Well,    to    our   work  alive.     What    do  yo\> 
think 
Of  marching  to  Philippi  prefently  ? 
Caf,  1  do  not  think  it  good. 
Bru,  Your  reafon  ? 
Caf.  This  it  is  : 
'Tis  better  that  the  enemy  feek  us : 
So  fliall  he  wafte  his  means,  weary  his  foldiers, 
Doing  himfelf  offence  ;  whilft  we,  lying  ftill, 
Are  full  of  rell,  defence,  and  nimblenefs. 

Bru,  Good   reafons  muft,  of  force,  give  place  to 
better. 
The  people  'twixt  Philippi  and  this  ground, 
Do  ftand  but  in  a  fcrc'd  affe£lion  ; 
For  they  have  s;rud2,'d  us  contribution  ; 

^  ""      "^  The 


JULIUS  C^S«^R,  63 

The  enemy,  marching  along  by  them, 

By  them  ihall  make  a  fuller  number  up, 

Come  on  refrefli'd,  new  added,  and  encouraged  ; 

From  which  advantage  Ihall  we  cut  him  off. 

If  at  Philippi  we  do  face  him  there, 

Thefe  people  at  our  back. 

Caf,   Hear  me,  good  brother. 

Bru.  Under  your  pardon. — You  muftnote  befide, 
That  we  have  tryM  the  utmoft  of  our  friends, 
Our  legions  are  brim  full,  ourcaufe  is  ripe: 
The  enemy  increafeth  every  day, 
"We  at  the  height  are  ready  to  decline. 
There  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men. 
Which,  taken  at  the  flood,  leads  on  to  fortune  ; 
Omitted,  all  the  voyage  of  theiriife 
Is  bound  in  fliallows,  and  inmiferies. 
On.  fuch  a  full  fea  are  we  now  afloat ; 
And  we  mull  take  the  current  when  it  ferves, 
Or  lofe  our  ventures. 

Caf.  Then,  with  your  will,  £i;o  on  j  we  will  along 
Ourfelves,  and  meet  them  at  Philippi. 

Bru.  The  deep  of  night  is  crept  upon  our  talk, 
And  nature  mull  obey  neceffity  ; 
Which  we  will  niggard  with  a  little  reft. 
There  is  no  more  to  fay  ? 

Caf,  No  more.     Good  night: 
Early  to-m,orrow  will  we  riie,  and  hence. 

Bru,  Lucius,    my  gown.     \_Exit  Luc]     Farewell, 
good  Melfala; — ' 
Good  night,  Titinius  : — Noble,  noble  Callius, 
Good  night,   and  good  repofe, 

Caf.  O  my  dear  brother  ! 
This  was  an  ill  beginning  of  the  night : 
Never  come  fuch  divifion  'tween  our  fouls  I 
Let  it  not,  Brutus. 

Bru,  Every  thing  is  well. 

Caf,  Good  night,  -my  lord. , 

Bru.  Good  night,  good  brother. 

Tit.  Mef.  Good  night,  lord  Brutus. 

Bru,  Farewell,  every  one.  [Exeuyit, 

Re'emer 
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Rc-oitcr  Lucius,  with  the  gown. 

Give  tne  the  gown.     Wrrere  in  thy  inftrument  ? 

Liic»  Here  in  the  tent. 

Bru.  What,  thou  fpeak'il  drowfily  ? 
Poor  knave,  I  blame  tliee  not;  thou  art  o'er-watch'd» 
Call  Claudius,  and  fome  other  of  my  men  ; 
I'll  have  them  lleep  on  cufliions  in  my  tent. 

Luc»  Varro,  and  Claud. us  ! 

Enter  YxK^Oy   ^;7^  Claudius. 

Var,  Calls  my  lord  ? 

Bru.  I  pray  you,  firs,  lie  in  my  tent,   and  lleep; 
It  may  be,  I  ihall  raife  you  by  and  by 
On  bulinefs  to  my  brother  Caffius. 

Var,  So  pleafe  you,  we  will  ftand,  and  wateti  your 
pleafure. 

B^u»  I  will  not  have  itfo  :  lie  down,  good  lirs  ;' 
It  may  be,  I  (hall  otherwife  bethink  m.e. 
Look,  Lucius;  here's  the  book  I  fought  forfo  ; 
I  put  it  in  the  pocket  of  my  gown. 

Liic»  I  was  fure,  your  lordlliip  die!  not  give  it  me, 

Brii.  Bear  with  me,  good  boy,  I   am   much   for- 
getful. 
Canft  thou  hold  up  thy  heavy  eyes  awhile. 
And  touch  thy  inftrument  a  ilrain  or  two? 

Luc,  Ay,  my  lord,  an't  pleafe  you. 

Bru,  It  does,  my  boy : 
1  trouble  thee  too  much,  but  thou  art  willing. 

Luc.  Itismydaty,  iir. 

Bru.  I  fhould  n6t  urge  thy  duty  pafl  thy  might ; 
I  know,  young  bloods  look  for  a  tune  of  reft. 

Luc.  I  have  ilept,  my  lord,  already. 

Bru,  It  was  well  done ;  and  thou  llialt  fleep  again  % 
I  will  not  hold  thee  long  :  if  I  do  live, 
1  will  be  good  to  thee.  \_MuJick  and  a  fong> 

This  is  a  fleepy  tune : — O  murd'rous  flumber  ! 
Lay'ft  thou  thy  leaden  mace  upon  my  boy, 
That  plays  the  mufick  ? — Gentle  knave,  good  nights 
I  will  not  do  thee  fo  much  wrono^  to  wake  thee.— 

If 
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If  thou  dofl  nod,  tliou  bieak'll  thy  inftrument; 
ni  take  it  from  thee  ;  and,  good  boy,  good  night. 
Let  me  fee,  let  me  fee  ; — Is  not  the  leafturn'd  down, 
Where  I  left  reading  r  Here  it  is,  I  think. 

\_HeJits  down  to  read. 

Enter  the  Ghoji  of  C^SAR, 

How  ill  this  taper  burns  ! — Ha  !  who  comes  here  ? 
I  think  it  is  the  weaknefs  of  mine  eyes, 
That  fhapes  this  monftrous  apparition. 
It  comes  upon  me  : — Art  thou  any  thing  ? 
Art  thou  fome  god,  fome  angel,  or  fome  devil, 
That  mak'll  my  blood  cold,  and  my  hair  to  ftare  ? 
Speak  to  me,  what  thou  art. 

Ghoft,  Thy  evil  fpirit,  Brutus. 

Bru,  Why  com'ft  thou  ? 

GhoJi,  To  tell  thee,  thou  flialt  fee  me  at  Philippi, 

Bru,  Well;  Then  I  Ihall  fee  thee  again  r 

GhoJi,   Ay,  at  Philippi.  '   \_Exit  Ghqft^ 

Bru.  Why,  1  will  fee  thee  at  Philippi  then. — 
Now  I  have  taken  heart,  thou  vaniflieft  : 
III  fpirit,  I  would  hold  more  talk  with  thee  :— 
Boy  !  Lucius  ! — Varro  I  Claudius  !  Sirs,  awake  ! — 
Claudius  ! 

Luc,  The  firings,  my  lord,  are  falfc. 

Bru,  He  thinks,  he  ftill  is  at  his  inilrument. — 
Lucius,  awake. 

Luc.  My  lord  ! 

Bru,     Didft    thou    dream,   Lucius,    that    thou    fo 
cry'dft  out  ? 

Luc.  My  lord,  I  diO  not  know  that  I  did  cry. 

Bru»  Yes,  that  thou    didft  :    Didft   thou   fee   any 
thing  ? 

Luc,  Nothing,  my  lord. 

Bru,  Sleep  again,  Lucius. — Sirrah,  Claudius  ! 
Fellow  ihou  !  awake. 

Var.  My  lord. 

Clau,  My  lord. 

Bru,  Why  did  you  fo  cry  out,  lirs,  in  your  fleep  ? 

E  Both, 
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Both.  Did  we,  my  lord  ? 

Bru»  Ay  ;  Saw  you  any  thing  ? 

Far.  No,  my  lord,  I  faw  nothing. 

Clau,  Nor  T,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Go,  and  commend  me  to  my  brother  Caffius  5 
Bid  him  fet  on  his  powers  betimes  before. 
And  we  will  follow. 

Both,  It  fhall  be  done^  my  lord,  \_Exeunt. 


A    C    T       V. 

SCENE    I.     The  Plains  of  Phllippl 

Enter  OcTAVius,  Antony,  and  their  Army. 

Odlavius. 

Now,  Antony,  otir  hopes  are  anfwerM  : 
You  faid,  the  enemy  would  not  come  down. 
But  keep  the  hills  and  upper  regions ; 
It  proves  not  fb  ;  their  battles  are  at  hand  ; 
They  mean  to  warn  us  at  Philippi  here, 
Anfwering,  before  we  do  demand  of  them. 

Jnt,  But  I  am  in  their  bofoms,  and  1  know 
Wherefore  they  do  it  :  they  could  be  content 
To  vifit  other  places  ;  and  come  down  ^ 
"With  fearful  bravery,  thinking,  by  this  face. 
To  faften  in  our  thoughts  that  they  have  courage  ; 
But  'tis  not  fo. 

Enter  a  MeJJenger, 

\  Mef.   Prepare  you,  generals  : 
"The  enemy  comes  on  in  gallant  fhew  ; 
Their  bloody  £gn  of  battle  is  hung  out. 
And  fomething  to  be  done  immediately. 

Ant.  Oaavius,  lead  your  battle  foftly  on, 
Upon  the  left  hand  of  the  even  field. 

Q/ia*  Upon  the  right  hand  I,  keep  thou  the  left, 

Antt 
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^fit.  Why  do  you  crofs  me  in  this  exigent  ? 
Oi^a,  I  do  not  crofs  yon,  butl  will  do  lb. 

[March;, 

brum.     Enter    Brutus,    Cassius,    and    their    Army 
LbciLiUs,  TiTiNius,  Messala,  ^ir. 

Eru,  They  ftand,  and  would  have  parley. 

Caf.  Stand  fall,  Titinius,  we  mull  out  and  talk^ 

Oha,  Mark  Antony,  fliall  we  give  lign  of  battle  ? 

Ant,  No,  Csfar,  we  will  anfwer  on  their  charge. 
Make  forth,  the  generals  would  have  fome  words. 

Ofla.  Stir  not  until  the  ligiial. 

Brti.  Woi'ds  before  blows  ?  Is  it  fo,  countrymen  ? 

Ofla.  Not  that  we  love  words  better,  as  you  do. 

Bru,  Good  words  are  better  than  bad  llrokes,   Oc- 
tavius. 

Ant,  In  your  bad    llrokes,  Brutus,   you  give  good 
words : 
Witnefs  the  hole  you  made  in  Caefar's  hearty 
Crying,  Long  live  I  hall^  Cafar  ! 

Caf.  Antony, 
The  pofture  bf  your  blows  are  yet  unknown  : 
But  for  your  words,  the)'^  rob  the  Hybla  bees. 
And  leave  them  honeylefs. 

Ant,  Not  Itinglefs  too. 

Bru,  O,  yes,  and  foundlefs  too  ; 
Fdr  you  have  ItoPn  their  birzzing,  Antony, 
And,  very  wifely,  threat  before  you  iling. 

Atit,     Villains,    you    did  not  fo,    when    your  vile 
dao^o;ers 
Hack  d  one  another  in  the  fides  of  Casfar  : 
You   fhew'd   your  teeth  like  apes,    and  fawn'd   like 

hounds. 
And  bow'd  like  bondmen,  killing  Ccefar's  feet ; 
Whilft  damned  Cafca,  like  a  cur  behind, 
Sruck  Caefar  on  the  neck.     O  yon  flatterers  ! 

Caf,  Flatterers  ! — Now,  Brutus,  thank  yourfelf  : 
This  tongue  had  ndt  offended  fo  to-dav. 
If  Caffius  might  have  rul'd. 

E   2  Ocfa, 
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0£ia.  Come,  come,  the  caufe  ;  If  arguing  make  us 
fweat, 
The  proof  of  it  will  turn  to  redder  drops. 
Look,  I  draw  a  fword  againft  confpirators  ; 
When  think  you  that  the  fword  goes  up  again  ?-— 
Never,  'till  Casfar's  three  and  twenty  wounds 
Be  well  aveng'd  ;  or  'till  another  Cssfar 
Have  added  flaughter  to  the  fword  of  traitors. 

Bru.  Caefar,  thou  canll:  not  die  by  traitors'  hands, 
Unlefs  thou  bring'fl:  them  with  thee. 

O^a,  JSo  I  hope  ;  ' 
I  was  not  born  to  die  on  Erutus'  fword. 

Bj'u,  O,  if  thou  wert  the  nobleft  of  thy  ftrain, 
Young  man,  tliou  couldft  not  die  more  honourable, 

Caf.  A  peevifh  fchool-boy,  worthlefs  of  fuch  honour, 
Join'd  with  a  maiker  and  a  reveller. 
Jnt,  Old  CaiTius  ilill  ! 
Oda.  Come,  Antony  j  away. — 
Defiance,  traitors,  hurl  we  in  your  teeth  : 
Jf  you  dare  fight  to-day,  come  to  the  field  ; 
1{  noXl  when  you  have  ftomachs. 

\_Exeuni  OcTAvius,  Antony,  and  army. 
Caf.    Why  now,   blou^,  wind  ;   fwell,    billow  ;   and 
fwim,  bark  ! 
The  florm  is  up,  and  all  is  on  the  hazard. 

BrU'  Ho,  Lucilius  ;  hark,  a  word  with  you. 

[LuciLius  and  M'E^Sfi.'LhJiand forth. 
[^KVlVifpcaks  apart  to  LuciLius. 
Luc.  Mv  lord. 
Caf   Meffala. 

Mef  What  fays  my  general  ? 
Caf  Meffala, 
This  is  my  birth-day  ;  as  this  very  day 
V/as  Caffius  born.     Give  me  thy  hand,  McfTala  : 
Be  thou  my  witnefs,  that  againft  my  will. 
As  Pompey  was,  am  I  compell'd  to  fet 
Upon  one  battle  all  our  liberties. 
Yeru  know,  that  1  held  Epicurus  ftrong, 
And  his  opinion  :  now  1  chan2;e  my  mind, 

And 
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And  partly  credit  things  that  do  prefage. 

Coming  from  Sardis,  on  our  foremoft  eniign 

Two  mighty  eagles  fell ;  and  there  they  perch'd, 

Gorging  and  feeding  from  our  foldiers'  hands; 

"Who  to  Philippi  here  conforted  us  ; 

This  morning  are  they  fled  away,  and  gone  : 

And,  in  their  fieads,  do  ravens,  crows,    and  kites. 

Fly  o'er  our  heads,  and  downward  look  on  us. 

As  we  were  fickly  prey  ;  their  fbadows  feem 

A  canopy  mofl  fatal,  under  which 

Our  army  lies,  ready  to  give  up  the  ghoft. 

Mef,   believe  not  fo. 

Caf.  I  but  believe  it  partly  ; 
For  I  am  frefh  of  fpirit,  and  refoiv'd 
To  meet  all  perils  very  conftantly, 

Bru,  Even  fo,  Lucilius, 

Caf.  Now,  moft  noble  Brutus, 
Thegods  to-day  ftand  friendly  ;  that  we  may^ 
Lovers,  in  peace  lead  on  our  days  to  age  ! 
But  iince  the  affairs  of  men  reft  ftill  uncertain. 
Let's  reafon  with  the  v»^orft  that  may  befall. 
If  we  do  lofe  this  battle,  then  is  this 
The  very  laft  time  we  fhall  fpeak  together  : 
What  are  you  then  determined  to  do  ?  »^        ^ 

Bru,  Even  by  the  rule  of  that  philofophy, 
By  which  I  did  blame  Cato  for  the  death 
Which  he  did  give  himfelf ; — I  know  not  hov/, 
But  1  do  find  it  cov/ardly  and  vile, 
For  fear  of  what  might  fall,  fo  to  prevent 
The  time  of  life  : — arming  myfelf  with  patience. 
To  ftay  the  providence  of  fome  high  powers, 
That  govern  us  below. 

Caf.  Then,  if  we  lofe  this  battle, 
You  are  contented  to  be  led  in  triumph 
Thorough  the  ftreets  of  Rome  ? 

Bru,  No,  Caflius,  no;  think  not,  thou  noble  Ro- 
man, 
That  ever  Brutus  will  go  bound  to  Rome ; 
He  bears  too  great  a  mind.     But  this  fame  day 

E  3  M^ft 
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Mufl  end  that  work  the  ides  of  Miirch  begun  ; 
And  whether  we  fliall  meet  again,  I  know  not. 
Therefore  our  everlafting  farewell  take  : — 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  favcwcU,  CafTivis  ! 
If  we  do  meet  again,  why  wefhall  fmile  ; 
If  not,  why  then  this  parting  w^as  well  made. 

Caf.  Forever,  and  for  ever,  farewell,  Brutus  ! 
If  we  do  meet  again  we'll  fmile  indeed  ; 
If  not,  'tis  true,  this  parting  was  well  made. 

Briu  Why  then,   lead  on. — O,    that   a  man    might 
know 
The  end  of  this  day's  bufinefs,  ere  it  come  ! 
liut  it  fufhceth,  that  the  day  will  end, 
And  then  the  end  is  known. — Come,  ho  !  away  ! 


SCENE    II.     J  I  arum. 

Enter  Brutus  and  Messala. 

Bnu     Kide,   ride,    Meffala,    ride,    and   give    thefe 
bills 
Unto  the  legions  on  the  other  fide  :  [Loud alarum* 

Let  them  fet  on  at  once  :   for  I  perceive 
But  cold  demeanor  in  Oftavius'  wing. 
And  fudden  pufh  gives  them  the  overthrow  : 
Ride,  ride,  MeiUhy  let  them  all  cqme  down, 

\_Exew2U 


SCENE    III.      JIarum. 
Enter  Cassius,  and  Titinius, 

Caf,  O,  look,  Titinius,  look,  the  villains  fly  ! 
Myielf  have  to  mine  own  turnM  enemy  : 
This  eniign  here  of  mine  was  turning  back  ; 
1  ilew  the  coward,  and  did  take  it  from  him. 

Tit,  O  Caffius,  Brutus  gave  the  word  too  e^rly  : 

Who, 
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Who,  having  feme  advantage  on  0£lavius, 
TTook  it  too  eagerly  ;  his  foldiers  fell  to  fpoii^ 
Whilft  we  by  Antony  are  all  enclos'd. 

Enter  PiNDARUS. 

Pin,  Fly  further  off,  my  lord,  fly  further  off; 
Mark  Antony  is  in  your  tents,  my  lord  : 
Fly  therefore,  noble  Caffius,  fly  far  off. 

Caf,     l^his    hill    is    far    enough. Look,    look^ 

Titinius ; 
Are  thofe  my  tents,  where  I  perceive  the  fire  ? 

Tit,  They  are,  my  lord. 

Caf,  Titiniu5,  if  thou  lov'ft  me, 
Moufit  thou  my  horfe,  and  hide  thy  fpurs  In  him, 
'Tillhehave  broughtthee  up  to  yonder  troops. 
And  here  again  ;  that  I  may  reft  affur'd. 
Whether  yon  troops  are  friend  or  enemy, 

Tii,  I  will  be  here  again  ;  even  with  a  thought. 

[Exit, 

Caf,  Go,  Pindarus^  get  thither  on  that  hill  ; 
My  light  was  ever  thick  ;  regard  Titinius, 
J^wS.  tell  me  what  tht)u  not'ft  about  the  field,— 

\E.\it   PlNDARU'S. 

This  day  I  breathed  firft  :  time  is  come  round. 

And,  where  I  did  be^in,  there  fhall  I  end  : 

My  life  is  run  his  compafs. — Sirrah,  what  news  ? 

Pind.   \_abo'0^,'\  O  my  lord  ! 

Caf,  What  news  ? 

Pind.  Titinius  is  enclofed  roundabout 
With  horfemen,  that  make  to  him  on  the  fpur  ; — 
Yet  he    fpurs  on. — Now  they  are   alraoft  on  him; 

now, 
Titinius  ! — Now  fome  'light : — O,  he  'lights  too  :— 
He's  ta'en  : — and,  hark,  they  fliout  for  joy,         [Shouts 

Caf,  Come  down,  behold  no  more. — 
O,  coward  that  I  am,  to  live  fo  long, 
To  fee  my  beft  friend  ta'en  before  my  face  i 

E  4  Re-enm^ 
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Re-enter  Pindarus. 

Come  hither,  iirrah  : 

In  Paithia  did  I  take  thee  prifoner  ; 

And  then  I  fvvore  thee,  faving  of  thy  life, 

That  whatfoever  I  did  bid  thee  do. 

Thou  fhouldft  attempt  it.      Come  now,    keep   thine 

oath  ; 
Now  be  a  freeman  ;  and,  with  this  good  fword, 
That  ran  through  Caefar's  bowels,  learch  this  bofom. 
Stand  not  to  anfwer  :   Here,  take  thou  the  hilts  ; 
And,  when  my  face  is  cover'd,  as  'tis  now. 
Guide  thou  the  fword. — Caefar,  thou  art  reveng'd, 
Even  with  the  fword  that  kill'd  thee.  \^Dies^ 

Pin.  So,  I  am  free  ;  yet  would  not  fo  have  been, 
Durll  I  have  done  my  will.     O  Caflius  I 
Far  from  this  country  Pindarus  fhall  run, 
Where  never  Roman  fhall  take  note  of  him.  [Esh^ 

Re-e?iter  Tjtinius,  ivitb  Messala. 

Afef,  It  is  but  change,  Titinius ;  for  0£lavius 
Is  overthrown  by  noble  Brutus'  power, 
AsCafRus'  legions  are  by  Antony. 

Tit.  Thefe  tidings  will  well  comfort  Caffius. 

Jl/fef.  Where  did  you  leave  him  ? 
-  Tit.  All  difconfolate. 
With  Pindarus  his  bondman,  on  this  bill. 

Jlfef.  Is  not  that  he  that  lies  upon  the  ground  ? 

Tit,  He  lies  not  like  the  living.     O  my  heart  f 

Mef.   Is  not  that  he  ? 

Tit.     No,  ihisnvas  he,  Meffala, 
But  Caffius  is  no  more. — O  fetting  fun  ! 
As  in  thy  red  rays  thou  doll  link  tO'  night. 
So  in  his  red  blood  Caffius'  day  is  let  ; 
The  fun  of  Rome  is  fct  !   Our  day  is  gone  ; 
Clouds,  dews,  and  dangers  come  ;  our  deeds  arc  dond>! 
Miftruil  of  my  fuccefs  hath  done  this  deed. 

A/ef.  Miftruit  o;  good  fuccefs  hath  done  this  deed, 
O  hateful  error,  melancholv's  child  } 

Wby 
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Why  doil  tliou  fhew  to  the  apt  thoughts  of  men 

The  things  that  are  not  ?  O  error,  foon  conceiv'd,  . 

Thou  never  com'fl  unto  a  happy  birth, 

But  kili'ft  the  mother  that  engender'd  thee. 

Tit.  What,  Pindarus  !  Where  art  thou,  PIndarus  I 
Mef» ,  Seek  him,  Titinius  ;  whilll  I  go  to  meet 

The  noble  Brutus,  thrufting  this  report 

Into  his  ears ;  I  may  fay,  thrufting  it ; 

For  piercing  fteel,  and  darts  envenomed, 

Shall  be  as  welcome  to  the  ears  of  Brutus, 

As  tidings  of  this  light. 
Tit.  Hie  you,  Adeflala, 

And  I  will  feek  for  Pindarus  the  while.         [Eait  Mes, 

Why  didft  thou  fend  me  forth,  brave  Caflius  ? 

Did  1  not  meet  thy  friends  ?  and  did  not  they 

Put  on  my  brows  this  wreath  of  vi£lory, 

And  bid  me  give  it  thee  ?  Didft  thou  not  hear  their 
fhouts  ? 

Alas,  thou  haft  mifconftrued  every  things 

But  hold  thee,  take  this  garland  on  thy  brow  ; 

Thy  Brutus  bid  me  give  it  thee,  and  I 

Will  do  his  bidding. — Brutus,  come  apace. 

And  fee  how  I  regarded  Caius  Caftius. — 

By  your  leave,  gods :  This  is  a  Roman's  part ; 

Come  Caflius'  fword,  and  find  Titinius'  heart, 

\_Dieu 

Alarum,       Enter    Brutus,    Messala,    young    Cato^, 
Strato,  Volumnius,  and  Lucilius. 

Bru,  Where,  where,  Meffala,  doth  his  body  lie  ? 

jyief  Lo,  yonder  ;  and  Titinius  mourning  it. 

Bru.  Titinius'  face  is  upward. 

Cato.  He  is  fiain. 

Bru.  O  Julius  Caefar,  thou  art  mighty  yet  ! 
Thy  fpirit  walks  abroad,  and  turns  our  Iwords 
In  our  own  proper  entrails.  \Lqw  alarums, 

Cato.  Brave  Titinius  !  — 
Look,  whe'r  he  have  not  crown'd  dead  CafTius ! 

Bru. 
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Bru,  "Are  yet  two  Romans  living  fuch  as  thefe  ?-r< 
Thou  lail  of  all  the  Romans,  fare  thee  well ! 
It  is  impoffible,  that  ever  Rome 

Should    breed  thy    fellow. Friends,    I   owe    more 

tears 
To  this  gjood  man,  than  you  fliallfee  me  pay.- — 
1  fliall  find  time,  Cafiius,  1  fliall  find  time. — 
Come,  therefore,  and  to  Thalios  fend  his  body  ; 
His  funeral  fliall  not  be  in  our  camp, 
l^efl:  it  difcomfort  us. — -Lucilius,  come  ; — 
And  come,  young  Cato  ;  let  us  to  the  field. — 
Labeo,  and  Flavius,  fetour  battles  on  :■ — 
'Tis  three  o'clock  j  and  Romans,  yet  ere  night 
We  (liall  try  fortune  in  a  fecond  fight.  \_Exeunt, 


S  C  E  ]S[  E     IV.     Another  part  of  the  Field.     Alarum, 
Enter^^VTVp^  C4T0,  LuciLlus,  and  others. 

Bru,    Yet,    countrynien,    O,  yet,    hold   up    your 

heads  ! 
Cato,  What  ball^rd  doth  not  ?  Who  will  go  with 

me  } 
I  will  proclaim  my  name  about  the  field  : 
I  am  the  fon  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho  ! 
A  foe  to  tyrants,  and  my  country's  friend  ; 
1  am  the  ion  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho  ! 

Banter  Soldiers  ^  and  fight, 

Bni,  And  I  am  Brutus,  Marcus  Brutus,  I; 
Brutus,  my  country's  friend ;  know  me  for  Brutus.. 

Exit, 

Luc,  O  young  and  noble  Cato,  art  thou  down  ? 
Why,  now  thou  dy'll  as  bravely  as  Titinius ; 
And  may'fl  behonour'd,  being  Cato's  fon, 

I  kS&ld,  Yield,  or  thou  tliefl. 
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Luc.  Only  I  yield  to  die  : 
There  is  fo  much,  that  thou  will  kill  me  ftraight ; 

\_Offet-mg  money » 
Kill  Brutus,  and  be  honour'd  in  his  death. 

1  Sold.  We  muft  not. — A  noble  prifoner  ! 

2  Sold.  Rpom,  ho  1  Tell  Antpny,  Brutus  is  ta'en. 

J  Sold,  ril  tell  the  news. — Here   comes  the  gene- 
ral: 

Enter  Antony. 

Brutus  is  ta'en,  Brutus  is  ta'en,  my  lord. 

j^nt.  Where  is  he  ? 

Luc.  Safe,  Antony;  Brutus  is  fafe  enough  ; 
I  dare  affure  thee,  that  no  enemy 
Shall  ever  take  alive  the  noble  Brutus : 
The  gods  defend  him  from  fo  oreat  a  fhame  I 
When  you  dp  find  him,  or  alive,  or  dead. 
He  will  be  foimd  like  Brutus,  like  himfelf. 

j^tit.  This  is  not  Brutus,  friend  ;   but,  I  afTure  you, 
A  prize  no  lefs  in  worth  :  keep  this  man  fafe. 
Give  him  all  kindnefs  :  I  had  rather  have 
Such  men  my  friends,  than  enemies.     Gp  on, 
And  fee  whe'r  Brutus  be  alive,  or  dead  ; 
And  bring  us  word,  unto  0£lavius'  tent,   ( 
How  every  thing  is  chanc'd.  [E^^iint, 


SCENE     IV.      Jnother  part  of  the  Field. 
Enter  Brutus,  Dardanius,    Clitus,  Strato,   and 

VoLUMNIUS, 

Bru.  Come,  poqr  remains  pf  friends,  jefl  on  this 

rpck. 
Cli.  Statilius  Ihew'd  the  tprch-light ;  but,  my  lord, 
|Ie  came  not  back,  he  is  or  ta'en,  or  flain. 

Bru,  Sit  thee  down,  Clitus  :   Slaying  is  the  word  ; 
It  is  a  deed  in  fafhion.     Hark  thee,  Clitus. — 

\JVhif'pering. 
Cli. 
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Ci'u  What,  I,  my  lord  ?  No,  not  for  all  the  World* 

Biu,  Peace  then,  no  words. 

C"//.ril  rather  kill  myfelf. 

Bru.  Hark  thee,  Dardaniu<^  ! 

Dar.   Shall  1  do  fuch  a  deed  ^ 

Cli,  Oy  Dardanius  ! 

Dar.   OClitus! 

Cl'u  What  ill  requefl:  did  Brutus  make  to  thee  ? 

Dar\  To  kill  him,  Clitus  :  Look,  he  meditates, 

Cli.  Now  is  that  noble  velTel  full  of  grief, 
That  it  runs  over  even  at  his  eyes* 

Bru.  Come  hither,  good  Volumnius  ;  lift  a  word* 

FoL  What  fays  my  lord  ? 

Brit,  Why  this,   Volumnius  : 
The  Ghoft  of  Casfar  hath  appeared  to  me 
Two  feveral  times  by  night  :  at  Sardis,  once; 
And,  this  lafl:  night,  here  in  Philippi'  fields.   - 
I  know  my  hour  is  come. 

FoL  Not  fo,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Nay,  I  am  fure  it  is,  Volumnlus. 
Thoufee'fl:  the  world,  Volumnius,  how  it  gfoes  j 
Our  enemies  have  beat  us  to  the  pit; 
It  is  more  worthy,  to  leap  in  ourfelves, 
Than  tarry  till  they  pufh  us.«    Good  Volumnius, 
Thou  know' ft,  that  we  two  v/ent  to  fchoor together ; 
Even  for  that  our  love  of  old,  I  pray  thee. 
Hold  thou  my  fword's  hilt,  whilft  I  run  on  it. 

Foh    That's  not  an  office  for  a  friend,  my  lord. 

[Alarum  fiilh 
Cl'u  Fly,  fly,  my  lord  ;  there  is  no  tarrying  here. 
Bru.  Farewell  to  you  j — and  you; — and  you,  Vo- 
lumnius. 

Strato,  thoii  haft  been  all  this  while  afleep  ; 

Farewell  to  thee  too,  Strato. Countrymen* 

My  heart  doth  joy,  that  yet,  in  all  my  life, 

I  found  no  man,   but  he  was  true  tome, 

1  fhali  have  glory  by  this  loling  day, 

More  than  06\avius,  and  Mark  Antony, 

By  this  vile  conqueft  (hall  attain  unto. 
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So,  fare  ^^ouwell  at  once  ;  for  Brutus'  tongue 
Hath  almofl  ended  his  life's  hillory  ; 
Night  hangs  upon  mine  eyes ;  my  bones  would  reft. 
That  have  but  laboui'd  to  attain  this  hour. 

[_Alariim.     Cry  within.     Fly,  fly,  fly-^ 

Cli,  Fly,  my  lord,  fly.      [^Ex.  Cli.  Dar.  «;?^  Vol. 

Bru.  Hence  ;  I  will  follow. 
I  pr'ythee,  Strato,  ftay  thou  by  thy  lord  : 
Thou  art  a  fellow  of  a  good  refpei^  ; 
Thy  life  hath  had  fome  fmack  o!  honour  in  it  : 
Hold  then  my  fword,  and  turn  away  thy  face. 
While  1  do  run  upon  it.     Wilt  thou,  Strato? 

Stra.  Give  me  your  hand  flrft  :  Fare  you  well,  my 
lord. 

Bru.  Farewell,  good  Strato. — C^far,  now  be  ill  11  ; 
I  kill'd  not  thee  with  half  fo  good  a  will. 

[^He  rum  on  his /word,  and  dies.  - 

Alarum.    Retreat.     Enter  Octavius,  Antony,  Mes- 
SALA,   1^^3^11.115%^  and  the  Army. 

Oda,  What  man  is  that  ? 

MeJ.  My   mailer's    man.  —  Strato,    where    is    thy 
mailer  ? 

Stra.  Free  from  the  bondage  you  are  in,  MefTala  ; 
The  conquerors  can  but  make  a  fire  of  him  : 
For  Brutus  only  overcame  himfelf, 
And  no  man  elfe  hath  honour  by  his  death. 

Luc.  So  Brutus  fliould  be   found. — I  thank    thee, 
Brutus, 
That  thou  hail  prov'd  Lucilius'  faying  true. 

05ia.  AH  that  ferv'd  Brutus,  I  will  entertain  them. 
Fellow,  wilt  thou  beilow  thy  time  with  me  ? 

Stra,  Ay,  if  MefTala  will  prefer  me  to  you. 

Oaa,  Do  {o^  good  Meilala. 

Mef.  How  died  my  mailer,  Strato  ? 

Stra.  I  held  the  fword,  and  he  did  run  on  it. 

jMef.  0(5lavius,  then  take  him  to  follow  thee, 
That  did  the  lateil  fervice  to  my  mailer. 

Ant. 
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^nt.  This  was  the  noblell  Roman  of  them  alls 
All  the  confpirators,  faveonly  he, 
Did  that  they  did  in  envy  of  great  Caefar  ; 
He,  only,  in  a  general  honeft  thonglit. 
And  common  good  to  all,  made  one  of  them. 
His  life  was  gentle  ;  and  the  elements 
So  mixM  in  him,  that  nature  might  ftand  up. 
And  fay  to  all  the  world.   This  was  a  man  ! 

Ona.  According  to  his  virtue,  let  us  ufe  him^ 
With  all  refpe6l,  and  rites  of  burial. 
Within  my  tent  his  bones  to-night  fliall  lie, 
Moft  like  afoldier,  order'd  honourably.— 
So  call  the  field  to  refl  :  and  let's  away, 
To  part  the  glories  of  this  happy  day.  [Exeuf^i, 
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